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The fact that this charmiDg story has, in a very 
short space of time, passed through several large 
editions in the German language will, the Trans- 
lator hopes, be considered sufficient excuse for 
presenting it to the British public in its new 
dress. 
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CHAPTEE I. 

N the name of goodness where are you going, 
HeUwig?" 

" Straight to X ," was the answer, in a tone half 

vexatious and half joking. 

" But no one ever went up hill to get there ! You 
are not a good hand at driving, Hellwig. I will get 
down ; I have no desire whatever to be upset and have 
my bones broken. Will you stop P" 

" Upset ! I ? Then it would be the first time in 
my life" — he was about to continue boldly, but a ter- 
rible crash followed, and at the same instant the lips of 
the speaker became as silent as those of a corpse. The 
snorting and trampling of a horse were audible for a few 
moments ; then the animal started off through the field 
at a full gallop. 

" Now we are in for it !" grunted at last the first 
speaker, sitting up on the damp, freshly-ploughed clay. 
" Hullo ! Hellwig, Bohm, are you still alive ?" 
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" Yes/' cried Hellwig, from a short distance, feeling 
about for his wig on the moist earth- All confidence, 
all joking had fled from his weak voice. The third 
victim then made a movement on all-fours, during which 
he cursed and groaned terribly, feeling his enormous 
stomach irresistibly attracted to mother earth. At length 
the noble posture which characterizes the chief creature 
in God s wide creation was resumed. The three com- 
panions stood again on their feet, and began to think 
on what had befallen them and what had still to happen. 

In the first place, the chaise in which the three 
gentlemen had left their native town in the morning, 
on a sporting excursion, lay overturned near the imlucky 
hill, with its four wheels pointing to the sky, as they 
discovered on feeling about. The noise of the hoofs of 
the retreating horse had died away in the distance ; and 
a night black as pitch concealed the sad results of Hell- 
wig's seK-confidence. 

" We cannot pass the night here, that's certain. Let 
us get on," at last exclaimed Hellwig, in a voice that 
had somewhat regained its strength. 

" Oh, yes ! order us now," grumbled the fat man, at 
the same time privately convincing himself that it was 
not his broken ribs, but the fragments of his handsome 
pipe, which were causing a painful sensation in the 
neighbourhoodof his heart. "Oh, yes! order us now! 
that's good from you, after your shameful rashness has 
nearly cost the lives of two respectable fathers of families. 
I certainly will not pass the night in this lion's den, so 
just consider for a moment and tell me how I am to get 
out of it. Ten horses could not bring me out of this 
without a light. I am sinking in the clay, and a wind 
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is blowing about me that will give me rheumatism 
in the joints for the next half year; but I resign 
myself to that, you must answer for it, Hellwig. I 
won't, however, be so mad as to risk breaking my 
bones, or putting out my eyes foolishly in some of the 
thousand-and-one holes of which this aooursed neigh- 
bourhood is full." 

" Don't be a fool. Doctor," said the third. " Tou 
can't stand here like a signpost whilst I and Hellwig 
go off to the town to get help for you. I had remarked 
for a considerable time that this distinguished driver 
was going too much to the left ; we are now walking 
straight to the right, and getting towards the high- 
road, that I will answer for. Come on now and don't 
delay. Think of your wife and children who are, very 
probably, weeping and wailing because you are not 
home for supper." 

The fat man muttered something to himself, but he 
got up and proceeded on with the others. It was a 
frightful piece of work. The wet clay stuck more than 
an inch thick to their boots, and now and then an un- 
lucky foot went splash into a puddle of water, and 
caused it to fly up like a jet (Veau into their faces, 
drenching the clothes of the three unfortunates. They, 
however, reached the highroad without any serious mis- 
adventure, and when on it felt much braver, and walked 
on with far more confidence. Even the Doctor began 
gradually to recover his good humour, and cried out in 
his deep bass voice, " We are once more on our legs — 
bravo I" &c. &c. 

In the neighbourhood of the town a light suddenly 

b2 
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emerged &om the darkness, and came with great haste 
towards the wanderers. Hellwig recognized his servant- 
man, Henry, in the broad and smiling face which be- 
came perceptible above the lantern. 

" Oh ! Mr. Hellwig is it really you ?" he cried, " the 
mistress thinks you are lying dead as a rat some place 
or other." 

" How does my wife know that anything hafl hap- 
pened to us ?" 

" Oh ! you see, Mr. Hellwig, a caravan arrived this 
evening with play-actors" — the honest fellow had only 
this onename for rope-dancers, conjurors, andall that class 
of people — " and when they came to the Lion Inn, there 
was Beest, our horse, behind them, just as if he was one 
of the lot. The landlord knows our old nag well, and 
brought him home at once. But just imagine the 
fright of the mistress ! She sent me off at once with 
the lantern, and set Frederica to make camomile tea." 

" Camomile tea, indeed ! I think a glass of spiced 
wine or mulled beer would be much more suitable." 

" So I thought myself, sir, but you know the mis- 
tress ." 

" That will do, that will do, Henry. Now go on 
before us with the light. We will manage to follow 
you." 

At the market-place the three companions in mis- 
fortune separated with a silent shake of the hands ; one 
to drink his camomile tea in a becoming manner, and 
the others with the uneasy consciousness that curtain 
lectures were in store for them, as their spouses were not 
much in favour of the ^^ noble passion," and their hus- 
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bands had lost the only means of propitiating them, as 
the game lay crushed beneath the overturned carriage, 
and their mud-covered hunting-jackets would certainly 
have the effect of changing an embrace into a serious 
outburst of anger. 

The next morning all the dead walls were covered 
with placards announcing the arrival of the celebrated 
conjuror D'Orlowsky. A young woman went from house 
to house endeavouring to dispose of tickets for his per- 
formance. This woman was strikingly beautiful, with 
magnificent light hair and an imposing figure, full of 
nobleness and amiability ; but her lovely face was pale 
— pale as death, people said ; and when she raised her 
golden-fringed eyelids, which was not often, a touoh- 
ingly melancholy glance, moistened with tears, issued 
from the dark grey pupils. 

She called, of course, at Hellwig's house, the finest 
looking on the Market-place. 

" Madame," cried Henry into the large parlour on 
the ground-floor, and holding the brightly polished 
handle of the white door in his hand, " the play actor's 
wife is outside." 

" What does she want P" asked a rather harsh female 
voice. 

" Her husband performs to-morrow, and she would 
be glad to sell you a ticket." 

" We are Q-od-fearing Christians in this house, and 
have no money for such nonsense. Send her away." 

The servant closed the door. He scratched his head, 
and assumed a rather puzzled expression of countenance,, 
as he knew the actor's wife must have heai'd every word 
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that had been uttered. She stood for a moment before 
him as if thunderstruck; a deep crimson covered her 
pale visage, and a sigh escaped her breast. Then a 
small window opening into the hall was quietly opened, 
and a subdued masculine voice asked for a ticket ; it 
was handed to him, and a thaler was slipped into the 
hand of the young woman. Before she had time to see 
who it was, the window was again shut down, and a 
green curtain fell in thick, impenetrable folds behind it. 
Henry opened the hall-door with a good-natured smile, 
and the young woman issued forth and proceeded on 
her way — beset as it was with thorns and with bram- 
bles. 

The servant-man took up a pair of boots, which he 
had laid down on the appearance of the youn&r woman, 
and went with them into his master's rim, who no^ 
in the broad daylight appeared as a smaU, elderly man, 
with a thin, pale face, overflowing, however, with good- 
nature. 

" Oh ! Mr. Hellwig," said Henry, when he had put 
the boots in their proper place, " it was real good of you 
to buy the ticket. The poor woman looked so sad ; she 
makes me pity her, even if her husband does not earn 
his bread honourably. He won't have much good luck 
here. Don't you think so, sir ?" 

" And why not, Henry ?" 

** Oh ! because your horse was hanging on after the 
caravan when it came into the town — ^that beast of mis- 
fortune had just come from a place of misfortime. Tou 
will find that those people won't have luck here." 

He shook his fat head and went off, as his master 
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said neither yes or no to his prophecy, to settle the mat 
straight before the door of his stem mistress — the strange 
woman had aocidently disarranged it a little with her 
foot. 



CHAPTER II. 



The large room of the town-hall was crammed with 
spectators, and crowds were still streaming up the steps. 
Henry stood in the thickest of the crush, and was en- 
deavouring to breathe the best way he could. 

" Good Lord ! if the mistress only knew it, what a 
storm there would be. The master would have to make 
his confession early enough in the morning," he whis- 
pered, grinning good-humouredly to a neighbour, and 
pointing at the same time with his fat finger towards 
one of the high seats near the wall. There sat Mr. 
HeUwig with' one of his late companions in misfortune, 
Dr. Bohm. 

The programme promised several wonderful things, 
and ended as follows : *' Madame D'Orlowsky wiU appear 
as a maiden in armour. Six soldiers will discharge 
loaded guns at her, and she will cut the six bullets 
ax^ross, in the air, with a stroke of her sword." 

The inhabitants of X had come principally for 

the purpose of proving the truth of this wonderful feat. 
The beautiful yoiing woman had excited general inte- 
rest, and every one wished to see how she would appear - 
with the guns levelled at her. The conjuror had suc- 
ceeded in attracting the attention of the public by his 
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performance. He was what women usually call an in- 
teresting man, of middle height ; slender, active figure ; 
regular, but pale features ; brown hair ; eyes fiill of ex- 
pression, and elegant manners. A peculiar pronuncia- 
tion, which stamped him as a son of unhappy Poland, 
made him still more attractive. All this, however, was 
at once forgotten, when the six soldiers marched forward 
under the command of a non-conmiissioned officer. A 
loud murmur arose amongst the spectators, which was 
immediately followed by a dead silence. 

The Pole went to a table and took up six cartridges. 
He struck each of them separately with a small hammer 
in order to convince the breathless lookers on that each 
contained a real bullet. He then handed one to each 
of the soldiers, and made them load in the presence of 
the public. The conjuror then rang a bell. The 
young woman immediately stepped forth from behind a 
large screen. She walked slowly to one side of the 
stage, and stood facing the soldiers. It was an extra- 
ordinary sight. She bore, a shield on her left arm, and 
held a sword in her right hand. A white garment fell in 
thick folds to her feet. The upper part of her body was 
encased in armour, and a bright breastplate protected 
her magnificent bust. But what was its brilliancy in 
comparison with that of the fine golden hair which 
flowed from beneath her helmet, and fell down to her 
waist. 

Her pale, sad countenance was turned with a melan- 
choly look towards the muzzles of the deadly weapons 
which were directed towards her. Not a tremor in her 
eyelids, not a motion beneath the flowing robe could bo 
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perceived. She stood like a statue. The word of com- 
mand sounded through the hall, which was silent as 
death. The six guns were discharged at the one mo- 
ment, — the sword flashed through the air, and twelve 
half bullets rolled upon the floor. 

For a moment the figure of the yoimg woman was 
seen to remain motionless, the smoke of the powder 
concealed her face, and the armour shone but dimly 
through the cloud. She then suddenly staggered, shield 
and sword fell on the stage, her right arm was darted 
forward as if seeking for some support, and, catching at 
the air, she fell forward with the heart-rending cry: 
" Oh God, I am struck !" into the arms of her husband. 
He carried her behind the screen, and rushed back like, 
a maniac towards the soldiers. 

It had been arranged with them to bite the balls off 
the cartridges, when loading their guns, and to retain 
them in their mouths. This was the whole miracle. 
One of them, however, an awkward coimtry youth, dis- 
mayed at the sight of such a crowd around him, lost his 
presence of mind at the eventful moment. When the 
other soldiers, at the passionately expressed conmiand 
of the conjuror, at once produced the bullets from their 
mouths, he, to his own consternation, found only a little 
powder in his — his bullet had pierced the imfortunate 
woman. 

At this sight the features of the Pole assumed a look 
of deep anguish and despair, and, beside himself with 
misery, he struck the unintentional criminal across the 
face. 

There was great consternation in the exhibition room. 
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Several ladies fainted, and numerous voices roared out 
for a doctor. Doctor Bohm, however, who understood 
the condition of affairs much sooner than others, had 
been for some time behind the screen with, the wounded 
woman. When he again came forth with pallid face, 
he said in a low voice to Hellwig : " She must die ; 
there is no hope for her. Poor, beautiful woman !" 

An hour later the conjuror's wife lay on a bed in the 
lion Inn. She had been carried on a sofa from the 
Market-house ; Henry had been one of her bearers. 
" Ah ! Mr. Hellwig, was I right or wrong about that 
animal of misfortune, our horse?" he had remarked 
to his master on the way, tears rolling down his cheeks 
at the same time. 

The woman lay motionless, with closed eyes. Her 
dishevelled hair fell in long tresses over the white pillow 
and the edge of the bed, and its golden ends rested on 
the carpet. The conjuror knelt at the bed-side ; the 
hand of his wounded wife rested on his head, which he 
had buried deep in the bed-clothes. 

"Is Fae asleep?" whispered the woman, almost 
inaudibly, raising her eye-lids with great diflSculty. 

The conjuror raised his head, and took the white 
hand between his. 

"Yes," he murmured, his lips distorted with an- 
guish. "The daughter of the landlord has taken her 
into her bedroom ; she is lying there on a little white 
bed. Our child is quite comfortable, Meta, my sweet 
life." 

The wife looked with an expression of intense suf- 
fering on her husband, about whose eyes was a look of 
despair. 
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" Jasko, I am dying," she sighed. 

The conjuror sank down again on the carpet, and his 
body writhed as if in great pain. 

"Meta, Meta, do not go from me !" he cried, almost 
out of his mind. Tou are the angel who has blunted 
the thorns with which my wretched calling is beset, and 
prevented them from piercing me ! Meta, how shall I 
live if you are not standing near me with your guarding 
eyes, and your heart full of unutterable love P How 
shall I live when I hear no more your dear voice — no 
more see your heavenly smile ? How shall I live with 
the torturing consciousness that I have brought you 
off with me to die so miserably? God, God above, 
thou can'st not condemn me to such a hell !'* He wept 
bitterly. "Meta, I must first atone for my faults 
towards you. I will work for you, work honourably, 
till the blood springs from my finger ends — I will work 
with axe and spade. We will withdraw, quiet and con- 
tented, to some remote comer of the earth" — he tore 
the dark, gold-embroidered satin hood from his shoul- 
ders — " away with this nonsense. I will never weao: it 
again. Meta, remain with me, and we wiU begin a 
new life !" 

A painful smile played on the lips of the dying wo- 
man. She raised her head with difficulty, he put his 
arm under it, and with his left hand pressed her face, 
like a madman, to his breast. 

• " Jasko, have courage ; be a man !" she moaned ; 
her head sank back almost lifeless, but she opened again 
her half-closed eyes, and it appeared as if the departing 
soul was still clinging despairingly to the body which 
it was about to leave. Those lips, which were about to 
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turn into dust, must speak once more ; her heart could 
not remain still and take with it under the cold earth 
the tortures of the unspoken agony of a mother. 

" You are unjust to yourself, Jasko," she said after 
a pause, during which she collected the remains of her 
strength; "I have not been miserable with you. I 
have been loved as seldom a wife has been ; and 
those few years of loving happiness are well worth 
a long, long life. I knew that I was giving my hand 
to an actor. I left my father's house, driven from 
it on account of my love for you, with a cheerful heart, 
knowing that I was to live by your side. If shadows 
have dimmed my happiness, the fault was my own 
alone, as I had over-estimated my strength, which pu- 
sillanimously gave way amid the miseries of your .call- 
ing. Jasko," she continued slowly, " the man is sup- 
ported by the thought that his art, no matter what, 
raises him above the narrowminded prejudices of the 
world, — the woman, on the other hand, cringes under 
the stings of the humiliations she is made to feel. Oh ! 
Jasko, my anxiety about Fae makes my last hour 
wretched and full of anguish ! I beseech you to keep 
the child from having anything to do with your art." 

She felt for his hand and drew it to her. Her whole 
soul shone once again in those lovely eyes on which the 
darkness of death was about to fall. 

" I ask an exceedingly difficult thing of you, Jasko," 
she continued. " Separate yourself from Fae. Place 
her under the protection of good, simple people ; let 
her grow up in the midst of a quiet, honest family — 
promise me that, my own beloved husband !" 

With a voice, indistinct with tears, he vowed to do 
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so. A terrible night followed ; the death agony would 
not end. But when dawn broke in through the win- 
dow, it cast its rosy tints on the corpse of the beautiful 
woman, whose still features no longer showed any trace 
of the agony of the last few hours. D'Oriowsky had 
thrown himself over the cold remains, and it required 
the eflPorts of several men to tear him away from the 
bed, and bring him into another room. 

On the third day, towards evening, the actor's wife 
was consigned to the earth, followed by a great num- 
ber of people. Pitying hearts had decked the bier with 
flowers ; and amongst many respectable inhabitants of 
the town was Hellwig. The conjuror almost fainted 
when the first shovel-full of clay fell on the coffin ; but 
HeUwig, who was standing close by, supported him, 
and led him back into the town. He remained several 
hours with the bereaved man, who before had refused 
all consolation, and had even endeavoured to lay violent 
hands on himself. Those who passed the door of the 
chamber where they were, heard frequent deep sobs or 
bursts of passionate tenderness, to which a child's sweet 
voice replied. Those tear-smothered accents and the 
cheerful childish prattle blended together in heart- 
rending agony. 



CHAPTER ni. 

It was late in the evening. A sharp November wind 
was blowing through the streets, and the first snow- 
flakes of winter were falling on the roofs and pavements 
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of the town, and on the dark reoently-tumed earth of 
the chnrchyard, which formed a small mound above the 
ill-fated young wife of the Pole. 

In the centre of Hellwig's parlour stood a table pre- 
pared for supper. Solid silver articles covered it, and 
the beautiful damask cloth was white as snow, and 
glossy as satin. The lamp stood on a small side-table, 
behind which sat Madame Hellwig, knitting a long 
woollen stocking. She was a tall, broad-shouldered 
woman, about forty years of age. Probably her face 
had been handsome in her youth, at least her profile 
had those classic lines which the laws of beauty require; 
but the woman could never have been attractive. How- 
ever well-shaped and brilliant had been her eyes, how- 
ever bright had been her complexion, they certainly 
never had been able to lend to her that grace which a 
cultivated mind alone can bestow. How could that 
countenance have become so stony if there had ever 
been warmth within ? How could she possibly look 
so stem with those hard, cold eyes, if her youth had 
been graced by generous feelings and kindly impulses P 
A dark band of hair was arranged methodically across 
the pale brow. The remainder of her head was con- 
cealed by a blamelessly white cap. This head-covering, 
and a black cape of studied simplicity, with narrow 
sleeves, and small, white cuffs round the wrists, gave 
her quite a Puritanical appearance. 

Now and then a side door was opened, and the 
wrinkled face of an old cook appeared at it. 

"Not yet, Frederioa!" said Madame Hellwig, in a 
monotonous voice, without looking up ; but the needles 
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flew quicker and quicker between her fingers, and a pe- 
culiar look of vexation was perceptible on her thin lips. 
The old cook well knew that her mistress was out of 
patience. She waited a little while at the door, and 
then said aloud : 

" Where on earth can the master be P the meat will 
be spoiled." 

This remark caused a frown ; for Madame Hellwig 
did not suffer her servants to express their opinions un- 
asked for; but the cook withdrew, satisfied, to the 
kitchen, for she had seen a deep wrinkle forming be- 
tween the eyebrows of her mistress. 

At last the hall-door was opened. The full, deep 
sound of the door-bell echoed through the house. 

" Oh ! what a beautiful bell !" cried the clear, silvery 
voice of a child outside. 

Madame Hellwig placed the stocking in a small 
work basket which lay before her, and arose. Astonish- 
ment had taken the place of impatience in her looks, — 
she gazed anxiously over the lamp towards the door. 
Outside somebody was rubbing his feet over and over 
again on the mat ; that was her husband. Imme- 
diately after he entered the room and approached his 
wife in a rather hesitating manner. He bore a little 
girl, who appeared about four years old, on his arm. 

" I have brought something home for you, Bridget," 
he said ; but he became immediately silent again on 
seeing the expression of his wife's face. 

" What P" she inquired, without moving. 

" I bring you a poor little child " 
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" Whose is it P" she coldly interrupted, 

" It belongs to the unfortunate Pole, who has lost 
his wife in so terrible a manner. Dear Bridget, be 
kind to the poor little thing." 

" Tes, but for this night only." 

" No — ^I have solemnly promised her father that she 
should be brought up in my house." 

He uttered these words quickly and firmly ; for he 
knew they must be said. 

The pale face of the lady became at once overspread 
with a vivid crimson, and a derisive expression came on 
her lips. She moved from where she had been stand- 
ing, and came a step forward, and with an indescrib- 
able malicious gesture placed her forefinger on her fore- 
head. 

"I feared you were not all right there, Hellwig!" 
she said. Her voice had still the cold calmness, which 
sounded the more insultingly at this moment. " To 
act so towards me! Towards me, who have always 
endeavoured to make my house a temple for the Lord ! 
Bringing a play-actor's brat under my roof simply 
proves that you are mad." 

Hellwig stepped back, and an angry glance darted 
from his hitherto good-humoured eyes. 

" You have made a terrible mistake, Hellwig," she 
continued. " I will not receive this child of sin into my 
house — the child of a lost woman, who has been so 
visibly pimished by the wrath of the Lord." 

" Oh ! is that your opinion, Bridget P Now I ask 
you what sin your brother committed in punishment for 
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which he was shot dead, whilst out hunting, . by an in- 
visible assassin P He was amusing himself —the poor 
woman was killed while discharging a heavy duty." 

The blood left his wife's face, she became suddenly 
as white as chalk. She remained silent for a moment, 
and cast a glance, astonished and lowering, on her 
husband, who had so suddenly displayed such unusual 
energy. 

In the meantime the little girl, whom Hellwig had 
placed on the floor, threw back her neat pink hood, and 
a charming little face, surrounded by chestnut curls, be- 
came visible ; the small cloak also fell down. How 
hardened must the heart of the woman have been who 
would not at once spread out her arms and clasp the 
child caressingly to her breast ! Was she entirely blind 
to the indescribable charm of the little figure, which 
tripped about on the most beautiful little feet, covered 
with a neat, tiny pair of shoes, and examined everjrthing 
about her with wide-opened eyes ? Her rosy shoulders 
peeped out from a light blue woollen dress, the bands 
and seams of which were adorned with fine embroidery 
— ^perhaps this adornment for her darling had been the 
last work of the hands which now lay cold in death. 

But this elegant appearance of the child, the graceful 
fall of her curls over her brow and neck, and her fairy- 
like movements, aroused the anger of the woman. 

" I will not suffer her to be about me for two hours," 
she said suddenly, heedless of the emphatic justifica- 
tion of her husband. " Such an impudent little thing, 
with her dishevelled hair and uncovered breast, is not 
suitable for our earnest, strict household ; that, indeed, 

c 
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would be opening our doors to frivolity and wickedness. 
Hellwig, you must not cast this apple of discord be- 
tween us, but arrange for the little thing to be brought 
back to the place from whence she came. 

She opened the door which led to the kitchen, and 
called the cook. 

"Frederica, put on this child's things again/' she 
ordered, pointing to the little hood and cloak which still 
lay on the floor. 

" Go back at once to the kitchen !" cried Hellwig in 
a loud, angry voice, and he pointed to the door. 

The astonished servant disappeared. 

" Tou try me to the utmost with your hard-hearted- 
ness and cruelty, Bridget," cried the husband, quite out 
of patience. " Lay the blame, therefore, on yourself 
and on your prejudices, if I now say things to you which 
have never before passed my lips. To whom does this 
house belong, which you, in your mistaken mind, ima- 
gine has been made a temple for the Lord P To me, 
Bridget. You yourself came into this house as a poor 
orphan — in the course of years you have forgotten that, 
and I grieve in the sight of Gbd for it, that the more 
jealously you have built up this so-called temple, the more 
you have exerted yourself to have the Lord, and Chris- 
tian charity and humility on your lips, the more proud 
and hard-hearted you have in reality become. This 
house is mine, and the bread which you eat is paid for 
by me ; I therefore say decidedly that the child shall re- 
main where she is, and if your heart is so narrow and 
devoid of affection as not to feel in a motherly way for 
the poor little waif, I yet demand from you, as my wife. 
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the neoessary female protection for her. If you do not 
wish to lose your self-respect before our servants, order 
at once what is necessary for the reception of the child, 
otherwise I must do so myself." 

Not another word passed the pallid lips of the woman. 
Any other would, in such a moment, have had recourse 
to her last weapon — ^tears ; but those cold eyes appeared 
to be strangers to that sweet, refreshing spring. That 
complete silence, that icy coldness with which she covered 
her whole being, as with armour, had something revolt- 
ing about it. She snatched up a bunch of keys and left 
the room. 

With a deep sigh Hellwig took the little girl by the 
hand, and walked up and down the room with her. He 
had fought a terrible fight in order to secure a home in 
his house for the poor deserted little creature ; he had 
mortally ofltended his wife ; never, never, he knew well, 
would she forgive the bitter truths which he had spoken 
to her — ^for she was unrelenting. 



CHAPTER IV. 



In the meantime Frederica placed a small tin plate, 
with a child's knife and fork, and a dean napkin, on the 
table. Just at this moment the beU rang outside. Henry 
opened the hall-door, and let in a little boy about seven 

years old. 

" Good evening, papa !" cried the child, shaking the 

snow flakes from his for cap. 

c2 
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Hellwig took the light head of the little fellow ten- 
derly between his hands, and kissed him on the fore- 
head. 

" Good evening, my son," he said ; " did yon amnse 
yonrself with yonr little firiend ?" 

" Yes ; but that stupid Henry called me away too 
soon." 

" But your mamma wished it, my child. Come here, 
Nathanael, and look at this little girl; she is called 
Fae." 

'^ Nonsense ! How can she be called Fae — ^that is no 



name." 



Hellwig's eye turned compassionately towards, the 
little creature, the tenderness of the parents had endea- 
voured to express itseK poetically even in the pet name 
by which they had called her. 

"Her mother called her so, Nathanael," he said 
softly ; " her real name is Felicitas. Is she not a poor, 
poor thing? Her mamma has been buried to-day ; she 
will live with us, and you must love her like a little 
sister. 

" No, papa, I wiQ have no little sister." 

The boy was the real image of his mother. He had 
handsome features, and a remarkably clear, rosy com- 
plexion ; but he had the ugly fashion of putting his chin 
on his breast, and looking with his large eyes from 
under his brow, which gave him a sly, suspicious ap- 
pearance. At this moment he bent his head on iSs 
breast even deeper than usual, raised his right elbow in 

"^^ ^ ^ ^^ ^"^^^ ^d lookelmalicionsly 
towards the strange child. *^«*iAuiunBiy 
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The little one stood still, and pulled and picked, as if 
embarrassed, at her little dress ; the boy, considerably 
taller than she was, evidently imposed on her ; but she 
gradually approached him, and without letting herself 
be terrified by his disagreeable looks, took a hold of the 
child's sword which hung from his belt. He pushed 
her angrily back, and ran to his mother, who had just 
entered the room again. 

" I will not have any sister,", he repeated, weeping. 
" Mamma, send away that bad-mannered girl ; I won't 
have any one here but you and papa." 

Madame Hellwig shrugged her shoulders in silence, 
and stepped behind her chair at the dinner-table. 

"Say grace, Nathanael!" she ordered monotonously, 
and crossed her hands. Immediately the ten fingers of 
the boy were clasped together, he bowed his head hum- 
bly, and said a long prayer. Considering how matters 
stood, this prayer was a most abominable profanation of 
a beautiful Christian custom. 

The master of the house did not touch the food. On his 
hitherto pale brow lay the redness of interior excitement; 
and, whilst he mechanically played with his fork, he 
cast a saddened look on the morose visages of his family. 
The little girl, on the contrary, eat away heartily. She 
put some sweets, which lay near her plate, conscien- 
tiously into her pocket. 

"Those are for mamma," she remarked confiden- 
tially ; " papa always brings her great big boxes full." 

" You have no mamma !" cried Nathanael mali- 
ciously. 

" Oh ! you don't know that !" answered the little one, 
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mach annoyed. *^ I have a much more beantiAil mamma 
than yours !" 

Hellwig looked shocked and timidly towards his wife, 
and his hand was raised involuntarily as if he wished to 
lay it on the little rosy mouth, which so little under- 
stood its own interests. 

*' Have you got a little bed prepared, dear Bridget P" 
he said hastily, in a mild, conciliating voice. 

" No." 

" And where is she to sleep ?" 

" With Frederica." 

" Would there not be room enough — at least for the 
first night — in our bedroom P" 

" Yes, if you wish to remove Nathanael's bed out of it." 

He turned away with vexation, and summoned the 
servant. 

"Frederica," he said, "you will have this child 
under your care at night — be good and kind to her; 
she is a poor orphan, and has been accustomed to the 
tenderness of a good, fond mother." 

" I will do nothing against the little girl, Mr. Hell- 
wig," answered the old woman, who had been secretly 
listening ; " but I am the child of honest parents, and 
in my whole life have had nothing to do with play- 
actors, — if we were certain at least that they were 
married." 

She glanced towards Madame Hellwig, and doubtless 
expected an approving look for her hardy answer ; but 
her mistress was fastening the napkin under Nathanael's 
chin, and appeared as if she saw or heard nothing of 
the whole proceeding. 
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"That is rather strong!" cried Hellwig, angrily. 
" Must I then learn to-day for the first time that neither 
pity nor mercy finds a place in my house ? And you 
are of opinion that you must be heartless because you 
are the child of honest people, Frederica? Now, to 
make your mind easy, you must know that her parents 
did live in lawful wedlock ; and I now tell you also, 
that I wiU act very sternly towards you if I remark 
that you say or do anything to the detriment of the 
chad." 

It appeared as if he was weary of the combat. He 
stood up, and carried the little one into the cook's room. 
She let herself willingly be put to bed, and fell asleep 
almost at once, after she had prayed with her sweet 
voice for papa and mamma, for the good uncle who 
was to bring her again to mamma the next day, and 
for the " big woman with the wicked face." 

Frederica went to bed late in the night. She was 
angry at having to remain up so long, and bustled 
about in the room without any object. Little Felicitas 
awoke suddenly from her sleep, sat up in her bed; 
pushed the tangled curls back from her forehead, and 
her eyes were painfully cast round the smoky walls and 
on the scanty furniture of the narrow, badly-lighted 
chamber. 

" Mamma, Mamma !" she cried in a loud voice. 

" Be quiet, child. Tour mother is not here ; go to 
sleep again," said the cook crossly, taking off her clothes 
at the same time. 

The little girl, terrified, looked over towards her; she 
then began to weep quietly — she manifestly was afraid 
of the strange things around her. 
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" Now the young one is beginning to howl. That^s 
all was wanted to make things pleasant — ^will you be 
quiet, you play-actor's brat!" She raised her hand 
threateningly. The little girl in terror covered her 
head with the bed-clothes. 

" Ah ! mamma, dear mamma," she whispered, 
" where are you now ? Take me into your bed. I am 
so frightened. I will be very good and go to sleep at 
once. I have kept something for you — I have not eaten 
all. Fae brings something for you, dear Mamma. 
Oh, give me your hand, and I will remain in my little 
bed and — " 

" Will you be quiet P" cried Frederica, running in a 
passion towards the child's bed. She did not stir any 
more, but a stifled sob was heard now and then from 
beneath the bed-clothes. 

The old cook had slept for a long time the sleep of 
the just, before the poor child, with reawakened long- 
ings in her little breast, ceased to weep and call in sor- 
rowful accents on her dead mother. 



CHAPTEE V. 

Hellwig had been a merchant. Heir to a considerable 
fortime, he had much increased it by several successful 
speculations. He retired, however, as he was rather 
sickly, tolerably early in life from business, and settled 
down as a private gentleman in his small native town. 
The name of Hellwig was there of considerable impor- 
tance. The family from time immemorial had been 
one of the most distinguished in the neighbourhood, and 
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for several generations members of it had often filled 
positions of honour in the town. The most beautiful 
garden in the suburbs and the large house on the 
market-place had been in the possession of the family 
as long as could be remembered. The house formed 
the comer of the market-place and a street which 
ascended a steep hill, and it had fronts facing both 
of them in a handsome style of architecture. In the 
two upper stories hung, from year to year, inside the 
windows, snow-white blinds. Only three times during 
the year, and then only for a few days before great fes- 
tivals, did they disappear in order to allow the rooms to 
be aired and cleaned up. The large, brazen dragon's 
heads which projected from the roof, and which let the 
rainwater spout out from the gutters on to the pave- 
ments, and the birds which fluttered about them, then 
saw the displayed treasures of the old merchant house, 
and the old-fashioned grandeur of the rooms— -the high 
cupboards of costly inlaid work, with their shining looks 
and handles, the rich silk damask coverings of the lux- 
urious down cushions of the sofas and the thickly up- 
holstered chairs, the Venetian mirrors fastened to the 
walls and reaching to the ceilings, and in the bed- 
rooms the stately four-post bedsteads, the fine linen co- 
verings of which exhaled a strong smell of lavender. 

Those rooms were not inhabited. It had never been 
a custom in Hellwig's family to let any portion of the 
capacious house. At all times respectable, solemn 
silence had reigned up there, only interrupted now and 
then by a magnificent wedding or christening, and on 
rare occasions in the course of the year by the resound- 
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ing footsteps of the mistress of the house, who preserved 
there her treasures of linen, plate, and porcelain. 

Madame Hellwig had come to the house when only- 
twelve years old. The Hellwigs were related to her, 
and had adopted her when her parents died and left 
her, with some brothers and sisters, wholly unprovided 
for. The young girl had hard times with an old aunt, 
who was a strict, proud woman. Hellwig, the only son 
oi the house, took pity on her, and later compassion 
changed into Jove. His mother was very much opposed 
to his choice, which caused many quarrels between 
them; but the lover was firm in his resolution and 
married the maiden. He had taken the gloomy silence 
of his sweetheart for maidenly reserve, her coldness of 
heart for strict modesty, her stubborn disposition for 
firmness of character, and had staked all his happiness 
on the marriage. In a short time the excellent man 
felt the iron hand of a despotic soul on his throat, and, 
where he had hoped for grateful submission, he foxmd 
only the most selfish tyranny. 

His wife presented him with two children, little Na- 
thanael and his brother John, who was about eight years 
older. Hellwig had brought the latter, when eight 
years of age, to a relation, a learned man, who lived 
beside the Rhine, and was the principal of an extensive 
academy for boys. 

Such was the condition of Hellwig's family at the 
time he brought the conjuror's child to his house. The 
terrible event of which he had been witness had had a 
great effect on him. He could not forget the beseeching, 
indescribably painftd look of the unhappy woman when 
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she was standing humbly in his hall and had received 
his thaler. His tender heart suflfered at the thought 
that very probably it had been in his house that the poor 
woman had felt the last sting caused by her wretched 
position. When therefore the Pole made known to him 
the last request of the dead, he offered, without hesita- 
tion, to bring up the child. He only thought of the op- 
position he was likely to meet with at home after he had 
proceeded some distance down the dark street through 
which the last, sad adieu of the unfortunate man was 
still echoing, and when the little one, with her arms 
twined closely roimd his neck, was asking him about 
her mamma ; but he counted on the winning ways of 
the child, and the fact that they had no daughter 
themselves. In spite of many sad experiences, up to 
that time he had not a complete knowledge of the cha- 
racter of his wife ; if so he must have turned roimd and 
consigned the poor little thing again to the care of her 
father. 

If the relations between Hellwig and his spouse had 
hitherto been of a frosty nature, after the reception of 
the little orphan it appeared as if a granite wall had 
been built up between them. In the house, indeed, 
matters went on much as usual. Madame Hellwig 
wandered several times daily through the rooms ; she had 
by no means a gliding gait, and her hard, firm footsteps 
had something about them which tended to make any 
one with a fine ear rather nervous. As she went on 
she placed her right hand on every article of fomiture 
she passed, as if it were a mania of the woman to feel 
with her large, white fingers for every atom of dust or 
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cobweb that might be on them. The meals were taken 
in common, and on Sundays the pair went together to 
church, but Madame Hellwig studiously avoided ad- 
dressing her husband. She answered his conciliatory 
attempts with icy coldness, and always managed to 
turn her gaze in an opposite direction. The little 
stranger did not exist at aU, as far as she was con- 
cerned. On that stormy evening she had ordered the 
cook, once for all, to prepare a little more food every- 
day, and had thrown a few linen articles into her cham- 
ber. Frederica had to open the little trunk which con- 
tained the little wardrobe of Felicitas, which had been 
brought from the inn by Henry, before the eyes of her 
mistress, and to expose all her little things, which were 
beautifully clean and exhaled the fragrance of some 
delicate perfume, in an open passage to be aired. With 
this began and ended her cares for the " play-actor's 
brat," and when she went back to her room she was 
perfectly content with herself, and considered she had 
done even more than her duty. Only once did it ap- 
pear that a spark of thoughtfulness was kindled in her. 
One day a seamstress was sitting in the parlour, making 
two little dresses of dark material for Felicitas, accord- 
ing to the plain pattern which she herself wore. At 
the same time Madame Hellwig held the resisting head 
of the little girl between her knees, and was working 
away with comb, brush, and oil, until she succeeded in 
giving the wished-for straightness to her lovely ringlets, 
and arranging them in two ugly, stiff bands behind her 
ears. The opposition of this woman to everything that 
was graceful and charming, to everything that went 
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against her own narrow ideas, and approached in any 
degree to the fine lines and shapes of the ideal, was 
stronger even than her determination to ignore altoge- 
ther the existence of the child in her house 

Hellwig might grieve in vain at the sight of his little 
favourite thus disfigured, and his wife, after this sacri- 
fice to her stiff-necked hostility to all that was lovely, 
became, if possible, more distant and strange to the 
little girl than before. 

In the mean time, however, the little girl was not 
much to be pitied ; she had it in her power to fly from 
the influence of those Medusa eyes to the protection of a 
warm heart. Hellwig loved her as much as his own 
children. In truth, he had not the courage to make 
this known openly — he had exhausted his entire stock of 
energy on that eventfal evening in the contest with his 
wife — but his eyes watched over Felicitas imceasingly. 
As well as Nathanael, she had a little comer for her 
playthings in her adopted father's room ; there, undis- 
turbed, she could fondle her dolls, and put them to sleep 
with the little melodies which she had learned on her 
mother's knee. Nathanael did not go to the public 
school ; he was instructed by private tutors, under the 
eyes of his father, and when Felicitas reached her sixth 
year she began to share the instructions with him. As 
soon as the snow melted, and the crocuses and other 
early flowers began to adorn the hitherto empty flower- 
beds, Hellwig walked daily with the children to the 
large garden outside the town ; there they gained know- 
ledge and amused themselves, and only returned to the 
house at dinner time. Madame Hellwig visited the 
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garden but seldom ; she preferred to sit knitting stock- 
ings in her large, quiet chamber, behind the stainlessly 
white curtains, arranged in regular folds, and she had 
a particular reason for this preference. An ancestor of 
Hellwig's had laid out the garden in an old-fashioned 
French style. The mythological figures and groups 
arranged round it had been chiselled in sandstone by 
the hand of a master. The charming, but rather ex- 
posed figure of a Flora, the naked and beautifully-formed 
shoulders and arms of a resisting Proserpine contrast- 
ing with the nakedness of her abductor, could not but 
catch the eyes at once of any one entering, and were, 
indeed, stumbling blocks for Madame Hellwig. At 
first she had despotically demanded the removal of 
"that sinful representation of human passion," but 
Hellwig saved his favourites by producing his father's 
will, in which the removal of the statues was em- 
phatically forbidden. On this his wife could think 
of nothing better than the planting of a wUdemess 
of creeping plants around the base of this mytho- 
logical apple of discord, and in a short time Pluto's 
stem head appeared surmounted by a light green 
peruke. One morning, however, by order of his mas- 
ter, Henry tore away, with right good wiU, the verdant 
parasites, even to the smallest roots. From that time 
Madame Hellwig almost ceased to enter the garden, 
fearing for the salvation of her soul ; a stronger cause 
perhaps was, that the statues were grinning witnesses 
of her defeat. For this very reason it became the favo- 
rite resort of little FeHoitas. 
Behind a thick hedge extended a large and beauti- 
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fully kept grass plot, gigantic nut trees sunk their roots 
deep into the earth, which was covered with luxuriant 
and flower-sprinkled herbage, and a rushing mill-stream 
ran along the side of the field, its banks covered with 
flowering shrubs, and the small dam, thrown up to pre- 
vent the overflow of the water in rainy seasons, shone 
in spring with the gold and white of cowslips, daisies, 
and other wild plants. 

Felicitas learned her lessons indefatigably, and exhi- 
bited remarkable attention during the hours of instruc- 
tion. When, however, Hellwig, late in the afternoon, 
announced the lessons over, she became quite changed. 
From being zealous for instruction she became almost 
mad, almost wild for freedom ; she would rush, without 
object or aim, with arms elevated, over the grass-plots, 
with wild grace, like the young horse of the prairie. 
She would then quickly mount one of the nut trees, and 
pop her head, covered with loose masses of hair, merrUy 
out through the thick foliage, then jump down again to 
the edge of the mill-stream, and lie on the grass, her 
hands laid under her head, looking up at the waving 
branches above, and dreaming those bright, treacherous 
dreams of the world and of the future which are woven 
in the brain of every clever child from the fairy tales 
they have heard, and from their own lively imagina- 
tions. The water beneath her rushed on monotonously ; 
the simbeams sparkled on the ripples, and found their 
way, subdued in their briUiancy, through the thick 
bushes, like half-veiled, mysterious eye-glances; bees 
hummed by, and the butterflies, which had fatigued 
themselves amongst the carefully-tended exotic plants 
of the front garden, found here their promised land, and 
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hung fearlessly from the wild flowers dose beside the 
cheeks of the little girl. 

Fantastically-shaped, white, brilliant little clouds 
floated on high above the tops of the trees — then 
suddenly an enigmatical past stood before the eyes 
of the deep-thinking child. The dress of her mother 
had also been white and bright ; the light of the wax 
tapers had been reflected back from the snow-white 
covering of the bed on which she lay. Felicitas always 
wondered why her mother had not given her some 
of the flowers which she had in her hands ; she thought 
and thought again to try to make out why on that 
day she had not been allowed to awaken her mamma 
with kisses, which, up to that time, she had done every 
morning of her life. She did not know that the be- 
witching face of her mother, which often and often 
leant over her with passionate tenderness, had been 
long mouldering away xmder the earth. Hellwig had 
never the courage to teU her the truth ; for, although 
after a lapse of five years she no longer asked for 
her parents, weeping bitterly and with passionate 
eagerness, she still often spoke of them with moving 
tenderness, and firmly believed her adopted father's 
eqilivocating promise that she would one day see them 
again. She knew nothing of the occupation of her 
father ; he himself had wished it to be thus ; and Hell- 
wig strictly enforced the rule that no person in the 
house should speak to the little one of the past. It 
never came into his head that the kindly veil which 
he firmly held before her eyes in time must fall from 
his hands ; he thought not of his own death, and yet 
that fearful spectre was for a long time, silently and 
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surely, .walking beside him. He had an incurable dis- 
ease of the lungs ; but, like all afflicted with that 
malady, he had most firmly-rooted hopes of life. He 
had now to be rolled about his beloved garden on a 
chair with wheels ; he called it a temporary weakness, 
and it did not prevent him from forming gigantic 
building and travelling plans. 

One afternoon Dr. Bohm went into Hellwig's room. 
The invalid was sitting at a table and writing indus- 
triously ; several cushions which had been placed behind 
and at both sides of him supported his weak, wasted 
form in an upright position. 

" Heda !" cried the Doctor, threatening him playfully 
with his cane, " What nonsense is this P Who, in hea- 
ven's name, has allowed you to write ? You must put 
your pen away.*' 

Hellwig turned round, a pleasant smile played on his 
lips. " Now, here's another example !" he answered 
sarcastically : " Doctor and death are closely connected. 
I am writing to my son, to John, about little Fae, and I 
am just thinking that in my whole life I never thought 
more of death than at the moment you come into the 
house." 

The Doctor stooped down and read aloud : — " I have 
much faith in your character, John, and therefore wish 
to entrust to your care the child I have adopted, in case 
I should have to leave the world sooner than " 

" Basta ! and now not a word more to-day," said tho. 
reader, at the same time pulling out a drawer, andt 
laying the partly- written letter in it. He then quickly 
felt the pulse of the sufferer, and cast a stolen glance ou^ 

D 
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the two hectic spots which were visihle on his sharply- 
projecting cheeks. 

" You are like a child, Hellwig. I have only to turn 
my back and you at once do something foolish." 

"And you tyrannise over me terribly. But only 
wait. I will run away from you in May, and if you 
want me you will have to hunt me out in Switzerland." 

A few days later the window of the sick room in 
HeUwig's house was wide open. An oppressive odour 
of musk came out from it into the street, and a man in 
deep mourning was proceeding through the town to make 
known that Mr. Hellwig had breathed his last an hour 
before. 



CHAPTER VI. 



The coffin containing the renlains of Hellwig was laid 
under the green-curtained window at which five years 
before the beautiful, unfortunate wife of the conjuror 
had suffered the pain of deep humiliation. They had 
surrounded the corpse of the late merchant with all the 
magnificence of wealth. Massive silver candlesticks were 
placed around the bier, and the head of the dead man 
rested on a white satin cushion. Fearful contrast ! 
Near the wasted visage of the deceased freshly cut 
flowers exhaled their odours — ^young, guileless lives, 
destined to wither away before their time in honour of 
the dead ! 

Many persons came and went, whispering together, 
and with noiseless footsteps. He who lay there had 
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been a rich, important, and very generous man, but 
now he was no more. Almost all eyes glanced sadly 
and hurriedly at the white, changed features, and then 
examined leisurely the magnificence around — the last 
marks of earthly wealth. 

FeUcitas had shrunk into a dark comer behind some 
oleanders and orange trees. For two days she had not 
been allowed to see her imcle, the sick room had been 
closed against her, and now she knelt on the cold floor, 
and stared over at the strange looking visage from 
which death had erased even the habitual look of 
boundless kindliness. What did the poor child know 
of death ! She had been with him almost to his last 
moments, and did not understand how all must end 
with the gush of blood which came from his lips. He 
had turned his eyes on her with an indescribable ex- 
pression when she was being sent out of the room. 
Standing outside, she had been very much vexed at the 
windows being wide opened, knowing how every blast 
of air was injurious to him, and thinking those inside 
so careless. She had wondered why no fire had been 
lit in his bedroom when the evening came on ; and 
when she asked to be allowed to bring in a lamp and 
his tea to her uncle, Frederica had crossly called out to 
her, " Are your senses gone, child, or don't you under- 
stand German ? He is dead — dead, I tell you !" She 
now saw him again — changed, alas ! so as scarcely to 
bo recognised, and for the first time the child began to 
comprehend what death really was. 

Whenever a fresh batch of curious people came into 
the house, Frederica would come from the kitchen, and 

D 2 
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holding the comer of her apron to her eyes, begin to 
praise the virtues of the man, whom she always had 
sought to vex and annoy as much as was in her power. 

" Now just look at that girl !" she cried out angrily, 
on discovering Felioitas' pale little face, with her red, 
dry eyes, amid the orange flowers. " She is not shed- 
ding a single tear, the ungrateful thing ! She can't 
have a single spark of affection in her." 

" Tou never liked him, and you are crying, Frede- 
rica !" answered the little one moaning, but with an 
almost indistinct voice, and she retreated further into 
her comer. 

The house became empty by degrees. Instead of the 
curious of the lower ranks who had posted themselves 
in the market-place to see the funeral, respectable men 
in mourning began to arrive. After remaining a short 
time near the coffin, they went into the parlour to ex- 
press their sympathy with the widow. In the wide, 
high hall a temporary silence reigned, almost solemn, 
were it not interrupted now and then by the himi of 
voices coming from the sitting-room. 

Little Felicitas started from her deep revery, and 
gazed terrified at the glass door which led into the hall. 
Behind the panes appeared a remarkable spectacle, — ^he 
lay there with the deeply-sunken eyes, and the unre- 
cognisable features, and yet he was gazing on the naked 
floor, standing up again with his kindly look, although 
the head was dressed in a curious way. It was almost 
spectral when the handle of the door turned, and imme- 
diately after the door moved on its hinges. The curious 
figure stepped to the threshold. It had indeed Hell- 
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wig's features, in striking resemblance ; but they be- 
longed to one of the other sex — to a little old, lady who 
approached the coffin, clad in a peculiar costume, evi- 
dently cut according to the fashions of a time long 
gone by. A dress of heavy, dark silk, falling quite 
plain, without any folds, surrounded her very angular 
figure ; it was rather short, and showed a pair of won- 
derfully small feet, the movements of which were a 
little uncertain. Full, beautifully frizzled, white hair, 
surmounted her forehead, and over it was arranged a 
black lace cap, tied under her chin. 

The old lady did not observe the child, who, without 
motion and breathless, was gazing at her, and advanced 
towards the coffin. At the sight of the countenance of 
the dead man she started back as if terrified, and her 
left hand, as if unconsciously, let a bouquet of rich 
flowers fall on the breast of the corpse. For a moment 
she hid her eyes in her handkerchief, and then laid her 
trembling white hand, in a solemn manner on the cold 
brow before her. 

" Do you not now know how everything was, Fritz ?" 
she whispered ; " yes, you know it now, as your father 
and mother have long known it ! I have forgiven you, 
always forgiven you, Fritz. You did not know that 
you were acting unjustly. Sleep calmly — sleep calmly." 

She took the wax- white hand of the dead between 
hers, pressed it, and let it drop. She then stepped back 
from the coffin, and was about to retire as noiselessly 
as she had entered. At that moment the door of the 
parlour opened, and Madame Hellwig came out. Un- 
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der the black crape cap her countenance appeared whiter 
than marble, but the immobility of her features were 
almost more apparent than ever — not the slightest trace 
of a tear could be perceived in her eyes. She held a 
large wreath of dahlias in her hand, manifestly with 
the intention of placing it on the coffin as a last " gift 
of love." 

Her astonished glance met that of the old lady. 
Both remained for an instant as if rooted, to the floor ; 
but an angry glance began to appear in the eyes of the 
widow, her upper lip curled, displaying slightly her 
white teeth. There was something resembling an in- 
extinguishable desire for revenge in the entire expres- 
sion. The features of the old lady likewise betrayed 
deep excitement. She seemed to contend with an 
inexpressible repugnance ; but she overcame it, and 
with a soft, tearful look towards the dead, she held out 
her right hand to Madame Hellwig. 

"What did you want here, aunt?" inquired the 
widow curtly, not pretending to notice the movement 
of the little old lady. 

" To bless him," was the mild answer. 

" The blessing of an unbeliever is of no avail." 

" Grod hears it. His eternal wisdom and love do not 
mind the form, so that it comes from a true heart." 

" And from a soul laden with guilt," continued Ma- 
dame Hellwig, with biting scorn. 

The old lady raised herself erect. 

" Judge not," she began, and raised her forefinger in 
a solemn threatening manner. " But no" — she inter- 
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rupted herself with indescribable mildness and looked 
towards the dead — **not another word shall disturb 
your holy peace. Adieu, Fritz !" 

She went slowly into the courtyard, and disappeared 
behind a door which Felicitas up to that time had 
always found shut. 

"Now that was rather cool of the old woman !" re- 
marked Frederioa to herself. She had been watching 
from the Htchen door in the passage. 

Madame Hellwig silently shrugged her shoulders, 
and laid the wreath at the feet of the corpse. She was 
not, however, mistress of her interior excitement. In 
proportion as the features of this woman were wanting 
in mildness and kindliness, in proportion as they were 
immovable and changeless in their iron hardness, so 
much the more were they full of expression in manifest- 
ing hatred or scorn. Any one who had once seen the 
malignant smile which in such moments drew up the 
comers of her mouth, could never again trust the appa- 
rent calm of her visage. She bent over the dead man, 
apparently as if she wished to make some change in the 
arrangements. In doing so her hand knocked against 
the bouquet of the old lady : it rolled oflf the coffin, and 
fell down almost at the feet of Felicitas. 

The clock struck three. Several clergymen in their 
robes entered the house ; the gentlemen also came out 
from the parlour. Nathanael followed them, walking 
beside a tall, thin youth. The widow had announced 
to her son John, by telegraph, the news of the death of 
his father, and he had arrived that morning in order to 
be present at the funeral. Little Felicitas forgot for a 
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moment her grief, and looked, with all the curiosity of 
a child but nine years old, on him who had been his 
father 8 favourite. Was he weeping behind the small, 
thin, but well-cared for hand, which on coming in he 
had put up to his eyes ? No — there were no tears ; and 
an unpractised eye, like that of the child, could remark 
no sign of emotion on the earnest face except animusual 
pallor. 

Nathanael was standing near him, and shedding 
many a tear. His grief, however, did not prevent him 
from nudging his brother and whispering to him, when 
he perceived Felicitas in the comer. John's look fol- 
lowed the direction of his brother's finger. For the 
first time his eyes were fixed on the face of the child — 
they were terrible eyes : solemn, dark, without the 
light of kindness or of a warm disposition. In the 
family Bible was a picture of the evangelist, the favour- 
ite of Jesus, a mild, beautiful visage, with an almost 
feminine expression — " that is John on the Rhine !" she 
had always said, and her uncle had smilingly assented. 
But there was nothing in common between that lovely 
face surrounded with light flowing curls, and that head, 
with its sleek, short cut hair, and its deep, pale, irre- 
gular profile. 

"Be off, child; you are in the way here!" he or- 
dered sternly, when he saw that preparations were 
being made to fasten up the coffin. Felicitas left her 
comer, ashamed and frightened, as if she had deserved 
punishment, and shrank, unobserved by the others, into 
the former room of her adopted father. 

She now wept bitterly. She' had never been in his 
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way. She felt his feverish hand again on her head, and 
heard his kind, weak voice, as in the last days of his 
life, whisper pleasantly — " Come Fae, my child, I am so 
glad when you are near me !" 

Hark ! what hammering was that outside ? It re- 
sounded jarringly through the lofty hall, in which the 
people present scarcely dared even to whisper. Felicitas 
silently drew aside the green curtain and peeped out. . 
. . . Terrible sight ! . . . The figure of her poor 
uncle had disappeared ; the black lid lay over his dear 
visage and held him for ever mercilessly fast in his 
narrow house. If he were to raise his hand, never so 
little, it must strike against the firmly-nailed planks ; 
the men were still hammering at the lid, and he was 
stretched within the narrow case — within, in its deep 
darkness — within, where he could not get a breath of 
air, where he was so terribly alone. The little girl cried 
aloud with fright. 

All eyes, astonished, were directed towards the win- 
dow. But Felicitas saw only the two large, grey eyes, 
the glance of which had so terrified her before. They 
were looking threateningly towards her; she left the 
window and concealed herself behind the wide, dark 
curtain.. She there cowered down, and looked with 
anguish towards the door, through which she expected 
to see him enter and drag her away. 

She did not see from her place of concealment the 
bearers lifting the coffin on their shoulders, and her 
imcle leaving his home for ever. She did not see the 
long, black, mournful procession which followed the 
corpse, like the last shadow on the pathway of his life, 



42 The Old Maid's Secret. 

now ended. At the comer, a blast of wind raised all 
the beautiful white satin ribbons which hung from the 
coffin — they fluttered high in the air ; was it the last 
greeting of the departed to the deserted child, whom 
the tender forethought of a dying mother had removed 
from the sad morass of her father's calling only to cast 
her unconsciously on a desert, inhospitable strand. 



CHAPTER VII. 



The murmur of voices in the haU was suddenly hushed. 
Felicitas heard the shutting of the hall door, but she 
did not know that the drama in the house was ended. 
She did not yet venture forth from her hiding-place. 
She was sitting on a little cushioned arm-chair which 
her uncle had given to her as a present the Christmas 
before. Her little head was resting on her two hands, 
which were folded on the table. Her heart no longer 
beat so strongly, but there was a throbbing in her small 
bent head, and her thoughts were rushing through it 
with feverish rapidity. She was also thinking of the 
little old lady, whose bouquet was lying on the floor, 
and had apparently been trodden imder foot by the un- 
heeding visitors. ... So that was the " Old Maid," 
the solitary who lived in the top rooms of the back 
house, and who had always been an apple of discord be- 
tween the cook and Henry ! According to Frederica, 
the old maid had something frightful on her con- 
science — she had occasioned her father's death. This 
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awful story had always caused the greatest fright and 
terror to Felicitas ; but that had now passed away. 
The little lady with the kind face, and her eyes flowing 
with tears, the murderess of her father ! Henry must 
have been in the right when he stubbornly shook his 
head and gave utterance to the sapient remark, that 
there must be something in the matter which they 
knew nothing about. 

Several years before the old maid had resided in the 
front house, but, as the old cook angrily expressed it, 
she never could be prevented from playing, on Sunday 
afternoons, profane melodies and unholy music. The 
mistress had put heaven and hell before her eyes, but all 
was no use, and at last no one in the house could stand 
it any longer. Mr. Hellwig had then yielded to the 
wiU of his wife, and the old maid was banished up to 
the top rooms of the back house. She was there harm- 
less, Frederica always thought, for not a sound of the 
hateful piano could be heard through the house. The 
uncle must, however, have been very hard on the old 
lady, for he had never spoken of her, and yet she was 
hiis father's sister, and resembled him greatly. A deep 
curiosity seized on little Felicitas at the thought of this 
likeness ; she wished to ascend to the top rooms, but 
the gloomy John stood in her way — the child trembled 
with fear — ^the old lady had been, year after year, be- 
hind locks and bolts. 

At the end of a long, narrow corridor, near the stairs 
which led from the under story was a door, Nathanael 
had once said to her, in a low voice, as they were play- 
ing near it : " She lives up there !" and then striking 
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on the door with both his fists, he had cried out : ** Come 
down here, you old witch !" and had then run down 
the steps as quickly as he could. How must the heart 
of the little girl have then throbbed with fear and terror, 
for she had not doubted for a moment but that some 
terrible old woman, with an enormous knife in her hand, 
would have rushed at her. 

The twilight began to come on slowly. The last 
rays of the autumn sun were gilding the cross on the 
gable of the old town hall, and the large wall-clock in 
the room inside struck five, loud and slowly — it had 
just as monotonously and slowly struck three as its late 
possessor had been borne away — he, who for years had 
always wound it so carefully and with such affectionate 
foresight. 

Until then the entire house had been tolerably quiet, 
but now the parlour door opened suddenly, and hard, 
firm footsteps resounded through the hall. Felicitas 
fearfully drew the curtain closer around her, for Madame 
Hellwig was approaching the uncle's room. This ap- 
peared very novel to the child ; for it had never happened 
during his lifetime that the tall lady had crossed its 
threshold. She entered with unusual haste, and remained 
for a short time standing in the middle of the room. It 
was with an expression of unutterable triumph that this 
woman turned her gaze slowly round the long-avoided 
apartment. 

Over Hellwig's writing-table hung two beatitifully- 
executed oil paintings, the portraits of a lady and of a 
gentleman. The former had a haughty countenance, 
from the eyes of which, however, talent and goodness of 
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heart shone, and was attired in the dress, which so ine- 
legantly tries to imitate that of the ancient Greeks. The 
short body, clad in a white, shining silk material, was 
made to appear even shorter by the red, gold-embroi- 
dered girdle. Breast and shoulders, formed almost too 
voluptuously and covered too sparingly, harmonized 
badly in their commanding beauty with the modest, 
unobtriisive bunch of violets which were stuck in the 
girdle. — It was Hellwig^s mother. 

The widow now stopped before this picture ; she 
seemed for a moment to avoid it ; she then got up on a 
chair, lifted it from the position it had occupied for 
years, and carefully hammered in, without making 
much noise, a fresh nail between the two old ones, and 
on it she hung the male portrait, which was that of 
Hellwig's father. She then descended from the chair, 
and with the female portrait in her hand quitted the 
room. The attentive ear of Felicitas followed her foot- 
steps through the hall and up the stairs. She went up 
higher and higher, apparently to the very attics. She 
had not quite closed the door behind her, and as the 
last footsteps died away in the distance, Henry's cau- 
tious visage appeared at the opening. 

" Oh, now I know what it was, Frederica !'' he cried, 
with hushed voice, to the kitchen ; " it was indeed the 
picture of poor master's mother." 

The old cook came and opened the door wider, and 
looked in. 

" Oh! good heavens!" she cried, clasping her hand, 
" if the proud lady only knew it she would turn round 
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in her grave, and the master also. " However, she was 
shamefully dressed, with her breasts bare that way. It 
was enough to make any good Christian ashamed.'' 

" So that is your opinion P" answered Henry, winking 
knowingly. " I will just teU you something, Frede- 
rica," he continued, placing his right forefinger on the 
thumb of his left hand. "The old lady could not 
bear the idea of her son marrying the mistress, and she 
will never forget that to her in the first place. In the 
second, she was a pleasant lady, and always liked jol- 
lity ; and in the third place, she once called the mistress 
a heartless beggar. Do you mind all that ?" 

During Henry's explanations Felioitas had come forth 
from her hiding place. The child instinctively felt that 
from henceforth the rough but good-natured old servant 
man would be her only friend in the house. He had 
always been fond of her ; and it was principally through 
his watchfulness that up to the present she had re- 
mained in happy unconsciousness of the past. 

"Ah ! little Fae, you are there !" he said, kindly 
taking her little hand in his large coarse one. "I was 
looking for you high and low. Come with me down 
stairs ; you will not be tolerated here any longer, poor 
little thing ! — when the old picture could not be borne 
with, then " 

He sighed and shut the door ; Frederica had hurriedly 
gone back to the kitchen ; for she heard the footsteps of 
her mistress descending the stairs. 

Felicitas looked shyly round the hall: it was empty. 
Where the coffin had been some trampled flowers and 
leaves lay on the floor. 
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" Where is Tinele ?" she asked in a whisper, allowing 
herself to be led away unresistingly by Henry. 

" They have carried him away ; but you know, my 
child, that he is now in heaven — he is far better oflf 
there than on the earth," answered Henry sorrow- 

fully. 

He took his cap down from a nail, and went out to 
execute some commissions in the town. 

It was getting darker and darker in the servants' 
room. From the time Henry went out Felicitas had 
been kneeling on the wooden sill of the window, which 
was protected by iron bars, and was gazing intently at 
the little bit of dark sky which was visible above the 
gables of the old houses at the other side of the narrow 
street, — there where she thought her imcle must be. 
— ^She grew terrified when Frederica entered with the 
kitchen lamp. The old cook laid a plate of bread and 
butter on the table. 

" Come here and eat, child," she said, " there is your 
supper." 

The little one approached, but did not touch the 
eatables ; she took up her slate, which Henry had 
brought from her uncle's room, and began to write. 
Hasty footsteps were heard in the adjoining kitchen, 
and immediately afterwards Nathanael popped his light 
head through the open door. Felicitas trembled, for 
he was always very rude to her when they were alone 
together. 

" Oh ! there's young Fae !" he cried, in that tone of 
voice which she always feared. " Where have you been 
hiding this long time back, you unmannerly thing ?" 
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" Behind the flowers," she answered, without looking 
up. 

"You won't do that again !" he continued, threaten- 
ingly. " Mamma says you have no right to be in that 
part of the house any more. What are you writing 
there?" 

" My task for Mr. Eichter." 

" Oh ! your task for Mr. Elchter, is it ?" and with a 
quick movement he rubbed what she had written off the 
slate. *• And so you are stupid enough to think that 
mamma will continue to pay for expensive private les- 
sons for you ? She will take right good care not to do 
so. That is all over, she says. You can be off again 
to where you came from, and afterwards become what 
your mother was, and then, perhaps, you will be served 
like her." He raised his arms, imitated the action of 
firing a shot, and cried out " puff !" 

The little girl gazed at him with wide, staring eyes. 
He had spoken of her dear mother — a thing which had 
never before happened, and what he said was quite in- 
comprehensible to her. 

"You know nothing of my mamma!" she said, half 
questioningly, and with a trembling voice ; it appeared 
as if she was keeping in her breath. 

" Oh ! I know much more about her than you do," 
he answered, and continued, after a pause, looking ma- 
liciously at her : " You know nothing at all about your 
parents." 

The child shook her little head with a charmingly 
innocent movement, and at the same time riveted her 
eyes on his lips in an anxious and inquiring manner.- 
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She understood the ways of the boy well enough to 
know that what he had to say must be exceedingly dis- 
agreeable to her. 

" They were conjurors,'* he cried in a scornful tone. 
" We have often seen such people, when out walking ; 
they do tricks with cards and such things, and then go 
round begging with a plate.'^ 

The slate fell on the floor and was broken to pieces. 
Felicitas sprung up and dashed madly past the malicious 
boy and into the kitchen. 

" He lies, he lies ; does he not, Frederica ?" she cried 
in an indignant accent, and seized hold of the cook by 
the arm. 

" I can't say exactly, but he has exaggerated," an- 
swered Frederica, whose hard heart admitted a shght 
feeling of human emotion at the sight of the terribly 
excited child. " They never begged, I know that ; they 
were conjurors " 

"And they did very wicked things," completed 
Nathanael, going up to the fireplace, and staring into 
the face of Felicitas. She no longer wept, but looked 
on him with such a wild, fearless glance from her 
hot and sparkling eyes, that he got into a regular 
passion. 

" Yes, they did shameful things," he repeated. " Tour 
mother tempted the Lord God, and she will never be in 
heaven, mamma says." 

" She is not dead at all !" cried Felicitas, her littl^ 
pale lips moving convulsively, and her hand seizing the 
cook's gown. 

" She is, you stupid little thing, long ago, but papa 

E ' 
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never told you so. She was shot over in the Market- 
house by soldiers, while performing her tricks." 

The tortured child uttered a heart-rending cry of 
anguish ; at the last words of Nathanael, Frederiea had 
nodded her head affirmatiyely. He, therefore, was not 
tailing lies. 

At this moment Henry returned from his errand. 
Nathanael made off from the kitchen when the broad- 
shouldered figure of the servant man appeared on the 
threshold. Malicious natures have an unconquerable 
aversion to an open, honest face. The cook also had 
some qualms of conscience, and began to busy herself 
with the fire. 

Felicitas cried no more. She leaned her raised arms 
against the wall, and pressed her forehead against them, 
but the sound of stifled sobs could be distinctly heard. 

The piercing cry of the child had echoedthrough the 
lower story of the house. Henry had heard it. He 
also had seen Nathanael vanishing through the door, 
and knew at once that he had been doing something 
wicked. Without a word he turned the little one round 
from the wall and lifted up the little face, which was 
terribly distorted. On seeing him the child burst again 
into a loud fit of crying, and said in broken accents : 
" They have shot my poor little mother dead — ^my dear, 
good mamma !" Henry's large, good-natured face be- 
came quite pale with vexation — ^it seemed as if he was 
suppressing a malediction. 

"Who told you that?" he inquired, and looked 
threateningly towards Frederiea. 

The child was silent, but the cook began to relate the 
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entire ocourrenoe, stirring the fire and doing all sorts 
of unnecessary things at the same time, in order that 
she might not have to look into Henry's face. 

"Nathanael should not have, said anything about it 
to-day at any rate," she concluded, " but to-morrow or 
the day after the mistress would not stand on much 
ceremony with her. That you may depend on." 

Henry led Felicitas into the servants' room, seated 
himself beside her on the bench, and sought to calm her 
as well as he could in his rough way. He related to 
her the details, softened down as much as possible, of 
the sad event in the Market-house, and said in con- 
clusion, that her mamma who, when alive, everybody 
said looked like an angel, was now up in heaven, and 
could see her little Fae every moment. He tenderly 
stroked the small head of the child, who began again to 
weep and sob convulsively. 



CHAPTER VIIL 



The next morning the bells were ringing solemnly 
above the town. Through the narrow steeply-ascend- 
ing street crowds of pious people were proceeding to- 
wards the church, situated on the side of a hill. Satins 
and silks, and other less costly holiday attire, abounded, 
not alone for God's honour, but also to be admired by 
the eyes of neighbours. 

From the stately comer house on the market-place 
slipped out a small, darkly clad figure. No one could 
have recognised the slender, graceful form of Felicitas 

e2 
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under the heavy, coarse cape which was fastened with a 
pin under her chin. Frederica had put the ugly, rough 
thing on the little girl, with the emphatically pro- 
nounced words that the mistress had presented it to 
her as mourning. She had then opened the hall-door, 
and strictly ordered the child not to go as hitherto into 
the family pew in the church, but that she must find a 
place for hersglf on one of the benches reserved for the 
public school children. 

Felicitas placed her prayer-book under her arm, and 
walked quickly round the comer. It was easily seen 
that she was impatient to get on ; but just before h^ 
stalked on solenmly three persons, clad in black, the 
sight of whom immediately caused her to slacken her 
pace. Tes, there they went, the tall lady between her 
two sons, and every one that passed bowed the head 
low and respectfully. She scarcely ever had had a kind 
look for anybody, and her mouth had often spoken 
harshly to those who sought her^ help ; and the little 
boy to her left had often ran after and struck the beg- 
gar children who ventured into the house, and was also 
a frightful liar; but all that mattered little. They 
were now going to the church, to seat themselves in the 
strictly reserved family pew, and to pray to the good 
God ; and he loved them, and they must get to heaven, 
for — they were not play-actors. 

The three figures disappeared through the church 
portal. The child followed them with anxious eyes, 
and then hurried by all the open doors, from which 
pealed forth the sound of the organ, out of the dim re- 
ligious light of the church, above the heads of the 
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crowd of worshippers. The organ, however, had no 
effect on the sorrowful, quickly beating heart of the 
child who was hastening by. To-day she could not 
pray to the good God. He did not want to know her 
poor, dead mother, and would not let her into his great, 
blue heaven. She was lying lonely in the churchyard, 
and the child must go thither to visit her. 

Felicitas proceeded up another street, more steep 
even than that which led up from the house. Then came 
the ugly gate of the town, with its still uglier tower. 
Outside were magnificent, weU-cared avenues, planted 
on either side with lime trees, in wonderful contrast 
with the old dark walls of the town, like a fresh crown 
of myrtle on a hoary head. How was it sq solemnly 
tranquil above there ? The child was terrified at the 
sound of her own footsteps, as the gravel crackled 
under her feet, and felt as if she were walking on for- 
bidden ground. But she ran quickly forward and 
stood still at last, panting, before the entrance to the 
burial-place. 

Never before had Felicitas entered that quiet place, 
she did not know those small, similarly-shaped little 
plots, lying close one to another, or those tombstones, 
under which lay thousands who had once been young 
and active like herself. Near the iron gate were large 
flowering bushes, the branches of which were bowed 
almost to the earth by the weight of the large bunches 
of shining berries which hung from them ; and at one 
side stood the grey ruins of an ancient church, looking 
gloomy enough ; but beyond it lay a large plain, hand- 
somely planted with flowers and shrubs, on. which fell 
the golden rays of the bright autumn sun. 
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" Whom do you wish to visit, little one ?" inquired 
a man, who stood at the entrance in his shirt-sleeves, 
and was puffing into the air large, bluish olouds of 
smoke from his long pipe. 

" My mamma !" answered Felioitas quickly, and cast 
her eyes inquiringly over the large churchyard. 

" Oh ! Is she here already ? Who was she ?'* 

" She was an actor's wife." 

" Oh, I know ! She who was killed five years ago in 
the Market-house ? She is buried over there, just be- 
side the comer of the old church." 

The poor little deserted being went over and stood 
beside the spot of earth, the object of all her sweet, 
longing dreams. Around were scattered carefully at- 
tended graves, some of which were so thickly covered 
with beautiful flowers, that it appeared to her as if God 
had rained down all his stars from heaven on them ; but 
on the small strip at the child's feet was only dried-up, 
sun-burned grass, and a crop of rank, luxuriant weeds. 
Careless feet had made a pathway over it, the earth 
had sunk down and with it the white, plain stone 
which had been placed at the head of the deserted 
grave. " Meta D'Orlowsky" appeared iq large, roughly- 
cut letters almost on a level with the ground. Beside 
this stone Felicitas fell down on her knees, and her 
little hands rested, on a spot of barren earth, with not 
even a tuft of grass growing on it. Clay, nothing but 
clay ! Those heavy, unfeeling clods lay over the beau- 
tiful visage, the noble figure, the lily-white but now 
stiflf hands, the child knew now that her mother had 
not been only asleep. 

"Dear mamma!" she whispered, "you cannot see, 
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but I am here beside you ; and if the good God does not 
recognise you, nor allow a single flower to grow over 
you ; if no human being troubles himself about you, I, 
however, love you, and will always come to you, and 
will love you only." 

That was the first prayer of the child at the grave of 
her forgotten mother. A slight gust of wind swept by, 
moist and cooling, as if the tender maternal hand was 
laid on the child's feverish brow.. The surrounding 
flowers seemed to nod to the sorrowing child, and a 
whisper could almost be heard coming through the 
grass ; and above, the sky stretched away in transpa- 
rent brightness — the eternal, changeless sky, which 
human minds have imagined as the resting-place for 
all earthly sufferings. 

When Felicitas somewhat later returned to the 
gloomy house on the market-place — forgetting how 
long she had spent dreaming in the large, quiet burial- 
ground — she found the door only closed to. She slipped 
in, but stood still, terrified, in the comer of the hall, for 
the door of the uncle's room stood a little open, and 
Felicitas heard the voice of John issuing from it, as he 
walked up and down the chamber with firm, slow steps. 
Although since the day before a wonderful boldness 
and confidence had come over the child, she still feared 
that cold, harsh voice, and those severe, grey eyes. She 
found it impossible to enter the room, and stood as if 
rooted to the ground. 

" I quite agree with you, mother," John was saying 
inside ; " it would be much better if the idle little crea- 
ture could be brought up in the family of some honest 
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artisan. But this unfinished letter is as binding on me 
as a regularly executed will. My fiither says that the 
child must not on any account be removed from the 
shelter of this house. I feel that he has commanded 
me to see to this. Here are his words — * I place the care 
of my adopted child unreservedly in your hands.' By 
this he makes me the executor to his testament. It is 
not for me to find fault in any way with the conduct of 
my father ; but if he had known my aversion to the 
class of people from which the child has sprung, he would 
not, I think, have imposed this guardianship on me." 

"You know not what you require of me, John !" 
answered the widow, in a tone of deep vexation. " For 
five years have I been obliged to suffer this outcast, 
this godless creature near me without oomplaining. I 
can bear it no longer." 

" Then there remains no way of escape but to seek 
out the father of the child." 

" Tou may seek for him !" answered Madame Hell- 
wig, with a short, scornful laugh. " He only thanks 
God that hip' "has got her off his hands so easily. Doctor 
Bohm told me that the man wrote once from Hamburg 
a short time after she was brought here. Since then 
nothing has been heard of him." 

"As a good Christian besides,, dear mother, you 
could not suffer the child to go back amongst people 
where her soul might be lost." 

" It is the same thing as lost already." 

" No, mother ! Although I admit that frivolity and 
wickedness may run in the blood, I also firmly believe 
in the blessing of a good education." 



The Old Maid's Secret 57 

" You think that for ye&ts to come we should spend 
our good money on a creature that is nothing in the 
world to usP Get her instructed in French, draw- 

ing " 

" Oh, God forbid ! that is not my intention," inter- 
rupted John, and for the first time his monotonous voice 
assumed (Something of a more lively tone. ^^ That is 
not my intention," he repeated. "I consider that 
modem system of education quite a mistake. Such 
women as you, who have been brought up in a really 
Christian and feminine manner, wiU be always sought 
after. No : all that nonsense is now ended. Bring 
up the girl in a domestic manner, so that she may be 
suited for service, by which she must earn her livelihood 
hereafter. I leave the matter altogether in your hands. 
With your strong wiU, your Christian disposition " 

At this moment the door was violently pushed open, 
and Nathanael, who was getting tired of the dialogue, 
ran out. Felicitas shrunk against the wall, but he saw 
her, and rushed on the trembling girl like a bird of 
prey. 

" Oh yes, hide yourself, but that wont do you any 
good !" He seized her tender wrist and pressed it so 
tightly that she cried out. ^' Now come with me, and 
tell mamina what the text of the sermon was ! I know 
you can't do it. Tou were not on the seat amongst the 
school-children. I was watching for you. And what 
a state you are in. Manmia, just look at her dress." 

At these words he dragged the struggling child in 
through the door. 

^^ Gome in, child !" commanded John, who was stand- 
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ing in the centre of the room, and still holding the letter 
of his father in his hand. 

Felicitas walked in tremblingly. She gazed for an 
instant on the tall, slender form that stood before her. 
There was not a speck of dust on his new, black clothes ; 
his linen was spotlessly white, his hair was in the most 
perfect order. Everything about him wasalmost pain- 
fully clean and orderly. He looked almost with dis- 
gust on the clothes of the little girl. 

" Where have you dirtied yourself so ?" he asked ; 
and his look feU on a portion of the child's dress. 

The little one glanced down. Things indeed looked 
bad. The grass and earth had been still damp with dew ; 
and on throwing herself down on the grave she had not 
reflected that marks would remain on her black clothes. 
She stood silently, with her eyes cast down. 

" What, no answer P I know by your looks that your 
conscience is bad. You were not in the church P" 

" No," she answered truthfully. 

" And where were you P" 

She was silent. She would rather let herself be 
killed than pronounce her mother's name with such 
ears listening. 

" I wiU tell you John," cried Nathanael, " she was in 
our garden stealing fruit, what she has often done 
before." 

Felicitas looked towards him with sparkling eyes; 
but she did not open her lips. 

"Answer !" commanded John ; "is Nathanael right P" 

" No, he has told a lie, as he often does," said the 
child firmly. 
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At this John stretched out his arm calmly to hold 
back Nathanael, who, in a passion, was about to rush at 
his accuser. 

" Do not touch her, Nathanael !" said Madame HeU- 
wig to the boy. Up to this she was sitting silently 
at the window, in her husband's easy chair. She now 
arose. What a gloomy shadow the tall woman cast in 
the room ! 

"Tou will believe.me, John," she continued, turning 
to her son, " when I assure you that Nathanael never 
says what is false. He is pious, and lives in the fear of 
the Lord, in a way that a child seldom does. I myself 
have guarded and watched over him. That, perhaps, 
will satisfy you. This wretched little creature is now 
trying to cause discord between two brothers, as she 
before caused it between their parents. Is it not 
unpardonable that instead of going to church she goes 
off to other places ? It is but little matter where she 
was." 

Her eyes were turned with deadly coldness towards 
the little creature. 

" Where is the new cape that was given to you this 
morning P" she suddenly asked. 

Felicitas, terrified, raised her hand to her shoulder. 
Alas ! it had disappeared. Without doubt it lay in the 
cemetery ! She felt that she had been very careless ; 
she was very much ashamed of herself. Her eyes filled 
with tears, and a prayer for pardon came firom her lips. 

" Now, what do you say to that, John P" asked Ma- 
dame Hellwig in a cutting voice. " I gave her the cape 
but a few hours ago, and by her face you can see that 
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she has lost it abeady. I should like to know how 
much her wardrobe cost your poor father every year. 
Grive her up, I teU you ! Tou will never be able to 
root out of her disposition what she has inherited from a 
frivolous, good-for-nothing mother!" 

At this moment a terrible change came over the coun- 
tenance of Felicitas. A deep scarlet overspread her en- 
tire visage, and even covered her neck, usually white as 
a lily. Her dark eyes, in which* penitent tears still 
glistened, were directed angrily on the face of Madame 
Hellwig. That painfal timidity had vanished, which 
during five long years had weighed like a burden on her 
little heart, and had kept her lips closed. All that, 
since yesterday, had kept her childish nerves in a state 
of tension, suddenly rushed into prominence, and took 
from her the last vestige of self-possession — she had lost 
all control over herself. 

" Say nothing agaiQst my poor dear mother, I will 
not suffer it !" she cried ; her hitherto soft voice sounded 
ahnost harshly. " She never did you any harm ! We 
should never speak badly of the dead — uncle always 
said so— for they cannot defend themselves. Neverthe- 
less you are doing so, and it is wicked — very wicked." 

" Just look at the little fiiry, John !" cried Madame 
Hellwig scornfully. " That is the result of the careless 
way your father brought her up. That is ^ the fairy-like 
little creature,' as he calls the girl in that letter." 

" She is right to defend her mother," said John, in 
rather a low tone of voice and with a solemn look; 
** but the way in which she does it is scandalous and 
disgraceful. How can you dare to address this lady in 
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so unseemly a manner ?" He turned towards FeKoitas, 
and a slight tinge of colour overspread his pale visage. 
"Do you not know that you must starve if she does not 
give you bread? and that the pavement outside must be 
your resting place if she drives you from this house P" 

"I don't want her bread !" cried the child, " she is a 
wicked, wicked woman, — she has such terrible eyes. I 
won't stop in your house, where lies are always told, 
and where from day to day I must live in fear of bad 
treatment. I would rather be under the dark clay with 
my mother, — I would rather starve." 

She could speak no more ; John had seized her arm, 
and his thin fingers pressed her delicate flesh like a 
vice,— he shook her violently. 

" Come to yourself, recover your senses, you frightful 
child !" he cried. " For shame ! a girl, and so unbri- 
dled I^ This passionate disposition, in addition to the 
natural frivolity and thoughtlessness of your character !" 

He then turned to his mother, and said : " I see well 
what kind she is; but imder your discipline, mamma, I 
have every hope that she wiU become quite different." 

He did not let go the child's arm, but led her roughly 
to the servants' room. 

"From this day forward you are imder my authority, 
mark that well," he said harshly ; and although I may 
be at a distance, I can still find means to punish you 
severely if I learn that you do not obey my mother in 
every particular without opposition. For your bad con- 
duct of to-day you shall be kept confined to the house 
for a long time, especially as you made such a bad use 
of your liberty. Tou shall not enter the garden again 
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without the special permission of my mother ; you shall 
not go into the streets either, except on your way to the 
publio school, which henceforward you must attend; 
and here in the servants' room you must remain and 
take your meals, until you leam better manners. Have 
you understood me ?" 

The little girl silently turned away her face, and he 
quitted the room. 



CHAPTEE IX. 



In the afternoon the HeUwig fanuly were drinking 
their coffee in the garden out^de the town. Frederica 
had put on her Sunday cloak ajid black silk bonnet, and 
had first gone to church and then to visit a certain Ma- 
dame Muhme. Henry and Felicitas were alone in the 
large, silent house. The former had gone privately to 
the cemetery some time before, had found the cape and 
brought it back, — it now lay clean and neatly folded in 
the trunk, 

The honest fellow had heard the entire scene from 
the kitchen, and seen a portion of it ; he had been very 
much tempted to rush forth and to give the young mas- 
ter a good shaking with his strong fists, when he saw 
the rough way he was pulling the child about. He 
was now sitting in the servants' room, and whistling by 
no means melodiously. He could not yet imderstand 
the state of affairs ; and his glances wandered in a rest- 
less and stolen manner towards'the silent child. It was 
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no longer the face of little Felieitas ; she sat there like 
a oaged bird, but like a bird in the heart of which free- 
dom still lives, and which thinks with unforgiving hate 
of the hands which have deprived, her of it. On her 
knees lay the Eobinson Crusoe which Henry, at some 
risk, had taken for her from NathanaeFs book-shelf, but 
she was not looking at it. The solitary was much bet- 
ter off on his desert island than she was ; there were no 
wicked people there to abuse his mother and treat him 
badly ; there the bright rays of the sun shone on the 
palm trees and the luxuriant grass — ^but here the light 
of heaven came in like dull twilight through the barred 
window, and never did a green leaf refresh the eye 
either in the narrow street outside or in the house 
within. Oh yes ! in the parlour there was one Askle- 
pias plant in the window, — the only flower which 
Madame Hellwig tended ; but Felieitas could not bear 
its regularly-formed blossoms, as if made of cold porce- 
lain, with its stiff, hard leaves, which hung so motion- 
less, — how much more beautiftd were the graceful 
bunches of flowers on the shrubs and trees outside, 
which moved and rustled with every breath of air ! 

The little one suddenly sprung up. From the roof 
she could see far out into the country, — ^there was pure, 
sunny air up there ; like a shadow she glided up the 
stone steps. 

The old Merchant-house had, to a certain extent, 
been degraded from its former high position. A long 
time before it had been the residence of a noble family. 
It had still something ambitious in its physiognomy, as 
witnessed the little tower on the top and the massive 
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comer stones; but the blue blood which once ran in 
the veins of its noble owners had departed firom them, 
and their family was degraded also, like the old house. 

The exterior of the house, looking towards the mar- 
ket-place, had been gradually somewhat modernized; 
the back building, on the contrary, consisting of three 
large wings, remained in nearly the same condition as 
when they had left the builder's hands. In them were 
still those long, narrow passages with high walls, into 
which even the dazzling rays of the mid-day sun cast 
but a dim, dreaiy twilight, in which it is so easy to 
conjure up the spectre of some old woman with death- 
white visage and shadowy crossed hands. In them 
were those unseen steps, creaking under the lightest 
footstep, which one suddenly comes upon at the end of 
a long corridor, only to find at the bottom some strongly 
bolted door, — ^those mysterious comers, made apparently 
for no purpose whatever, with one solitary little win- 
dow, through the small, leaden-rimmed panes of which 
a few cold streaks of Ught fall on the stone floors. The 
dust which here settled on the head of any person 
entering was historic ; it had once, either as a portion 
of the wood or mortar, gazed on the noble persons in 
whose veins the blue blood ran. 

Wherever it had been possible the architect had set 
the arms of the builder of the house, a knight Yon 
Hirschsprung. The tops of the stone door-ways and 
windows, and even some flags of the floors, exhibited 
the majestic stag, preparing himself, still panting after 
a long run, for a terrible spring over an abyss. On the 
door-posts of one of the large state rooms were sculp- 
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tnred the effigies of the erector of the mansion and his 
wife, tall figures in the dress of the period. The ho- 
nourahle knight looked, with unchanged haughtiaess, 
out on the world from which his dust and his rights had 
disappeared for ever. 

Felicitas stood at the top of a flight of stairs, and 
gazed with large, wondering eyes at a half open door 
which she never remembered to have seen otherwise 
than shut. To what an extent must not the carrying 
out of her revengeful feelings have removed all other 
thoughts from the mind of the so strictly careful mis- 
tress of the house when she forgot to lock and bolt it ! 
Behind the door lay an apparently endless corridor, 
which ran through one of the wings of the back house, 
and into which several doors opened. One of these 
stood ajar, and gave admittance into a lumber room with 
a very high attic window. It was quite full of old ar- 
ticles, and at one side, leaning agaiQst an old-fashioned 
arm-chair, was the likeness of Hellwig's mother. It 
was not even put against the wall for protection ; dust 
and cobwebs had now full power over the image, which 
the artist had painted with the proud conviction that it 
would be an object of veneration to her descendants for 
many generations. 

The large, distended eyes, on looking closer had seen 
something fearful for the child. She turned away with 
anguish ; but for a moment she felt as if a dagger had 
pierced her heart, and the blood rushed to her head. 
Little Felicitas knew but too weU the trunk covered 
with leather which lay on the floor! Timidly and 
scarcely breathing, she lifted the lid. On the top lay a 

F 
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small, light blue cloak, the edges and seams of which 
were adorned with beautiful embroidery. Ah, yes! 
that was the one which Frederica had taken off her one 
evening, and ever sinoe she had been obliged to wear 
the cape made of ugly, dark doth. The little hands 
were pushed in deeper and deeper, and as different 
other things were drawn forth, the little heart throbbed 
more and more. Her poor dead mother had held all 
those things in her hands — things so elegant that they 
seemed to have been made to cover the body of a little 
princess. Felicitas remembered with painfal distinct- 
ness, the sweet feelings she experienced when her 
mamma dressed her, and touched her with her fingers, 
smooth as satin. Oh ! now there came to the surface 
a brightly-coloured little cat, which one had been the 
delight of the child. It was fastened on a little stand. 
But hold ! here is something else, but it is not a play- 
thing, as the child thought at first : it is a handsome 
casket made of agate, on the silver plate of which is 
engraved the same majestic stag which appeared so 
often on the stone work of the old house. Under the 
crest were placed three small letters " M. v. H." That 
must certainly have belonged to her mamma, and the 
cluld stretched out her little hand to take it up. 

The stream of recollections rose higher and higher, 
and on many of them fell a ray of more ripened intel- 
ligence. She now understood those moments when she, 
starting up fipom her sleep, had seen her father with his 
gold-embroidered cap, and her mother with her golden 
hair, flowing over her shoulders, standing over her little 
bed — they had returned from their performance. She 
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remembered how then she was wont to be lifted up and 
pressed with almost breathless haste to her mother's 
heart. Then suddenly shot across her mind the even- 
ing her poor mamma had been shot, and how, not know- 
ing what had occurred, she had gazed upon her deadly 
pale visage. 

One by one the newly- discovered treasures were 
patted and caressed, and then laid carefully back into 
the trunk, and when the lid was shut down on all, the 
little girl threw her arms round the old, weather-beaten 
chest, and laid her little head on it. They were in- 
deed old companions : two, who belonged to each other ' 
in the world, which had not as much * home' for the 
actor's child as even the small speck of earth on which 
she could place her feet. Now the defiant little face 
became again mild and resigned as she placed her soft 
cheek on the half moth-eaten covering of the trunk, and 
lay there motionless with closed eyes. 

Through the window the breeze blew in, and wafted 
with it a beautiful perfume into the neglected, silent 
apartment. How could this delicious fragrance, which 
required almost entire rosebeds to form it, rise so high 
in the air ? and what sounds were those which streamed 
into the window along with it P Felicitas opened her 
eyes, and sat listening with rapt attention. It could 
not be the organ of the neighbouring church : service 
had long been finished. A more trained ear than that 
of the innocent child, ignorant of such matters, could 
never have connected what she heard with the church or- 
gan. It was the overture to Don Giovanni which some 
one was playing in a masterly manner on a pianoforte. 

f2 
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Felicitas pushed a ricketty old table over to the win- 
dow and mounted on it. Oh ! what does she see ? 
There was certainly nothing of the view into the outer 
world which she had been dreaming of ; four roofs en- 
closed a square space. The one opposite to her was 
higher than the others, and nothing beyond it could be 
seen. But it was this high roof which, to the astonished 
wide open eyes of the child surpassed everything that 
she had ever read of even in the most wonderful fairy 
tales. There, on the high though gently-sloping side 
facing her, were to be seen no dark brown, dirty 
and moss- covered tiles, as on the other roofs — no, it 
was entirely covered over with flowers — with asters and 
dahlias, which lifted their lovely heads into the air with 
the same security as they would have done on the earth 
below. As far as a careful human arm could reach 
from the under edge of the roof the rows of flowers dis- 
played themselves, but above them extended a forest of 
leaves in all shades of green and red, like a mantle 
hanging on the shoulders of a proud beauty ; the wild 
vine crept up to the very top of the roof, and even en- 
croached on the adjoining one, with its bright green 
leaves and dark purple fruit. A wooden gallery ran 
the entire length of the eaves, and apparently hung as 
light as if it wets suspended in the air, and yet it sup- 
ported heavy boxes of earth, from which sprung luxu- 
riant rose bushes loaded with flowers exhaling the most 
delicious perfume. 

A white and rather strong garden seat, beside a small 
round table, on which was laid a china coffee-service, 
proved incontrovertibly that creatures of flesh and blood 
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resided there ; the suspicion of the child that a small 
projecting part of the building, fipom which a glass 
door led to the gallery, was the residence of the flower- 
fairy, was also correct. Neither its roof nor walls were 
visible, they were covered with thick ivy, and a beauti- 
ful flowering creeper hung its orange-coloured blossoms 
over the glass door. This door stood a little ajar, and 
from it proceeded the sounds which had attracted the 
child to the window. 

A glance into the space below, which was shut in by 
the four walls of the back building, suddenly gave rise 
to a suspicion in the mind of Felicitas, from the cack- 
ling and crowing, it must be the poultry yard. Felicitas 
had never seen it, for, fearing that some of the birds 
might get into the front court yard, or even into the 
dwelling house, Frederica always carried the key in her 
pocket. How often had she come into the kitchen with an 
angry face, and said to Henry : " The old one is sowing 
her good-for-nothing grass and making the gutters over- 
flow." The good-for-nothing grass was the thousands of 
sweet flowers above there, and the being who tended 
and watched them was " the Old Maid," who also at that 
very moment was desecrating the Sabbath aJEtemoon 
with her profane melodies and ungodly music. 

These thoughts had no sooner come into her little 
head than the child's feet stood on the window sill. 
The entire elasticity of the youthful soul which, on 
some novelty presenting itseK, can forget for the moment 
all grief and pain, manifested itself now. The little girl 
could climb like a squirrel, and to run across the roof 
was but a trifle to her. She could walk splendidly on 
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the gutters hangmg from the roof; they looked indeed 
rather rusty and weak, and in the comer, where they 
had joined, they were broken, but they had been that 
way for a long time, and they were certainly much 
stronger looking than the tight ropes on which she had 
often seen girls, much heavier than she was, dance. 
She stepped out of the window, and two steps brought 
her to the gutter. It creaked and bent under the little 
feet which bravely tripped along it ; to her right not 
the smallest thing to hold on by, and to her left a 
yawning depth of four stories. Oh ! if her mother's 
eyes could have seen her ! But she got on splendidly. 
One more climb up the other and much higher roof, 
then a jump on the gallery, and the child stood with 
glowing cheeks and sparkling eyes amid the flowers, 
and could see over the opposite buildings out into the 
wide, wide world, on which streamed down the golden 
rays of the evening sun. 

And now the little girl stood there and looked timidly 
through the panes of glass, which, perhaps, had never 
before reflected back the face of a child. Was it the ivy 
which grew through the roof and spread itself even inside 
the large room ? Nothing could be seen of the walls ; 
they were covered with its foliage, but in small spaces 
brackets projected, on which stood large plaster busts — 
a wonderful collection of solemn, motionless heads, 
which stood out boldly from the dark green back- 
ground. Here and there the ivy had crept round them, 
now forming a scarf across a breast, and now a gar- 
land around one of the stately heads. The uncon- 
trollable plant did not act better towards the windows ; 
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it hung like a green cloud over them, and yet on 
those two windows were painted beautiful landscapes, 
representing mountain forests and far stretching com 
fields. 

A pianoforte stood between the windows. The old 
lady, clad exactly as on the previous day, sat before it, 
and her slender fingers were pressing the notes with a 
firm touch. Her countenance was somewhat changed ; 
she wore spectacles, and her face, so pale the day before, 
was now somewhat flushed. 

Little Felicitas had entered noiselessly and stood in 
the entrance porch. Did the old lady feel that a human 
being was near her, or had she heard a sound ; she sud- 
denly stopped playing, and her large eyes were directed, 
over the spectacles, straight towards the child. The 
slender form of the solitary trembled as if she had re- 
ceived an electric shock, and a low cry burst from her 
lips. She took off her glasses with a trembling hand, 
and stood up, resting on the piano for support. 

" How did you come here, child P" she inquired at 
last with an agitated voice, but which, notwithstanding 
her surprise, waA soft and mild. 

" Across the roofs !" answered the terrified little girl, 
pointing in the direction with her hand. 

" Across the roofs P that is impossible ; come here and 
show me how you came." She took the child's hand 
and led her out into the gallery. Felicitas pointed to 
the attic window and to the gutters. The old lady, ter- 
rified, covered her face with her hands. 

" Oh ! don't be frightened !" said Felicitas, with her 
sweet innocent voice. '^ There was no danger. I can 
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climb very well, and Dr. Bohm always says that I am 
like a bunch of feathers and have no bones." 

The old maid took down her hands from her face and 
smUed, and her snnle, which exposed two' rows of 
white teeth, was full of kindliness. She led the little 
one back into the room, and seated herself in an easy 
chair. 

" You are little Fae, then P" she said, drawing 
Felicitas down on her knee, " I know you are, although 
you did not come to me on a cloud of rose-coloured 
gauze.— Your old friend, Henry, was speaking to me 
about you this very day." 

At Henry's name the entire weight of her sufferings 
rushed again on the chHd. As in the morning, a hot 
blush mantled her cheeks, and a careworn expression 
came about the little mouth. This sudden change did 
not escape the notice of the old lady. She took caress- 
ingly the little girl's face between her hands, and 
turned it towards her. 

" You must know, my little daughter," she continued, 
" that for many years back Henry comes up to me every 
Sunday afternoon, to do various little things for me. 
He knows that I never allow him to tell me anything 
of what happens down in the front house, and up to 
the present day he has never disobeyed that order. 
How fond he must be of little Fae when he has sud- 
denly acted in opposition to my strongly expressed 
wish!" 

The bold eyes of the child filled with tears : 

" Yes, he is very fond of me — fonder of me than any- 
one else is," she said with a broken voice. 
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" Fonder of you than any one else ?" repeated the 
old lady, whilst her inexpressibly mild glance was cast 
solemnly and kindly on the visage of the little one. 
" Do you not, then, know that there is One who will 
always love you, even though all mankind should turn 
away from you ? — The good Grod " 

" Oh ! He will have nothing to do with me, because I 
am an actor's child !" cried Felicitas, interrupting the 
speaker with an outburst of petulance. " This morning 
Madame Hellwig said that my soul was all as one as 
lost, and every one in the front house says that He has 
driven my poor mamma away from- Him, and that she 
is not in heaven. I don't love Him, not in the least, 
and I will not go to Him when I die— I would not like 
to be where my mamma is not." 

" Just God, what have those heartless people made 
of you, my poor child, with their so-called Christian 
faith P" 

The old lady arose hastily and opened a side door. 
It was her bed-room. White drapery hung down over 
the bed, which stood in a comer, and over the windows. 
What a contrast between this little chamber, as fresh 
and spotlessly pure as the thoughts which come from a 
stainle&, virtuous soul, and that dark boudoir down in 
the front house in which Madame Hellwig, during the 
early morning hours, was accustomed to kneel on her 
praying stool. 

On a table, near the bed, lay a large, much-used 
Bible. The old lady opened it with a firm, experienced 
hand, and read aloud, and with a voice full of emotion : 
"Though I speak with the tongues of men and of 
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angels and liaye not charity, I am become as sounding 
brasB or a tinkling cymbal ;" she read on, and ended 
with the words : ^^ Ghaiiiy never fiuleth ; bnt whether 
there be prophecies, thej shall &lI; whether there 
be tongneSy thej shall cease ; whether there be know- 
ledge, it shall vanish awaj." 

^^ And this Love comes from Him ; yes, Grod is this 
liove himself" she said, and laid her arm on the shoul- 
der of the child. ^^ Your manmia is TTih child, like all 
of xiBy and she is gone to Him, for ^ love never faileth.' 
Be comforted with this thought, and when at night you 
cast your eyes towards the sky, with its millions of 
wonderful stars, think confidently and firmly, near ^ch 
a heaven there is no hell! and now you will love 
Him again, deep in your soul. Will you not^ little 
Fae?'^ 

The child did not answer, but she threw both her 
arms passionately round her kind consoler, and a fiood 
of waim tears burst from her eyes. 

« « « » • 

Two days later, a carriage stopped before the house. 
The widow, with her two sons, got into it. She was 
about to accompany them as far as the next town. 
John was going to Bonn, to study medicine, and on his 
way he was to leave Nathanael in the same college in 
which he himself had been educated. 

Heniy was standing comfortably at the open hall 
door, near Frederica, and looking after the carriage, 
which moved oflP slowly and joltingly over the rough 
pavement of the market-place. A low whistle issued 
from his lips — a sign always with him that he was in 
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good humour. At last he said to Frederioa, who was 
standing with her apron to her eyes, as in duty bound, 

'* I hope a good many years will pass before either 
the one or the other of them comes back here again." 

" That's a nice thing for you to say, you fool," she 
answered. " Nice thanks for the drink-money you got 
fipora the young master." 

" Go into your kitchen — ^it's lying still on the table. 
Not a finger of mine shall touch it ; you may buy a red 
cloak and a pair of yellow shoes with it if you like." 

" Oh ! you ungodly man ! A red cloak and a pair 
of yellow shoes, like a rope-dancer !" cried the old cook, 
in a passion. " You ungrateful wretch, when the mas- 
ter showed himself so good to you this morning." 

" All right !" remarked the servant man, with the 
greatest composure. He stuck his hands in the side 
pockets of his coat, shrugged his shoulders and planted 
himseK more firmly on the threshold. This behaviour 
worked up Frederica almost into a rage, for it showed 
that he held what she said in the greatest contempt. 

'^ The man has but twenty thalers wages, and at most 
but fifty saved up," she continued venomously, " and 
stands up notwithstanding before his rich ma.ster and 
says, as proud as the Ghreat Mogul, '^ give me the little 
child, I will get her brought up by my sister, and she 
won't cost you a farthing, and " 

" And the young master answered," continued Henry, 
turning his face slowly towards the enraged cook, '^ the 
child 18 in the best hands, Henry ; she wiU remain un- 
der any circumstances in this house till she completes 
her eighteenth year, and you must not encourage her if 
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she opposes the will of mj mother, and as for that 
old Utchen-mtch down there, if yon ever catch her 
again listening, nail her ear fast to the door. How 
would yon like me to do it now, Frederica ?*' He raised 
his arm, and the old cook ran off in a firight to the 
kitchen. 



CHAPTEEX. 

Nine years had passed over the stately old house on the 
market-place, hut they had not heen able to cause any 
sign of decay either in the strong walls or in the female 
profile at the well-known window of the ground-floor. 
Perhaps an observant eye might have noticed that the 
dragons' heads high up on the roofs were a little the 
worse for the wear, but that was no wonder, for they 
had wept year after year in company with the sky, and 
poured down their tears on the pavements, and then the 
sun would come and heat them through and through ; 
such changes disimprove the physiognomy. The woman 
underneath stood on the ground of unbending convic- 
tion, on the high pedestal of her own want of feeling, 
in that changeless, ice-cold region where there are no 
doubtings, no struggles, no internal emotions ; hence 
the petrefeiction of the exterior which the world is wont 
to call good preservation. 

In one respect the old house exhibited a remarkable 
change; for some weeks back the blinds of the large 
comer room had been constantly drawn up, and flower- 
pots stood on the window sills. The passers-by, now as 
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heretofore, first, as in duty bound, looked towards the 
window with the Asklepias plant, and Madame Hell- 
wig was always sure of a respectful salute ; but then 
stolen glances were cast up towards the comer room. 
There, inside the stone window setting, frequently ap- 
peared a charming female- countenance, the youthful 
freshness of which was exquisite, — a head ftdl of light 
brown hair, with blue, dove-like eyes, which, almost 
chHdishly large and round, looked out into the world ; 
and this head was placed on a blooming body of the 
fairest proportions, generally covered by a white muslin 
dress. Sometimes, certainly not often, an addition was 
made to the lovely picture at the window, — the figure 
of a child climbed up on a chair, and gazed curiously 
over the shoulder of the lady out on the market-place : 
it was a poor little head, dreadftdly disfigured by scro- 
fula. The hand which carefully arranged the thin, light 
hair in ringlets gave itself useless trouble, for under the 
artificially-arranged locks the ugliness of the pale, 
shrunken visage appeared only more grotesque, and 
the dress, always elegant, but badly concealed the ill- 
shaped form and the large, projecting bones of the child. 
Notwithstanding the contrast, however, it could easily be 
seen that they were mother and daughter, and for the 
sake of the latter's health they had come to Thiiringen. 
^Within the last nine years a geologist had waved his 

magic wand over a place not far from the town of X , 

and had discovered a valuable mineral spring. A sani- 
tary establishment had been erected there, which, with 
the^aid of the healthful air of Thiiringen, enticed many 
invalids to the neighbourhood. 
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The young lady had come to the town to try the 
efEect of the mineral baths on her danghter^s health, 
aooording to the advioe of Prdfessor John Hellwig, of 
Bonn. Yes, the lady down stairs behind the Asklepias 
plant had done much for her son : she had placed hiTn 
under the care of a strictly religions relation on the 
Shine ; she had never allowed him to come home, even 
once, at vacation times, during his nine years' absence. 
!Bvery morning she had punctually and regularly men- 
tioned his name in her prayers, and had never wearied 
in seeing after the number and condition of his shirts, 
although he was so far away from her, — and now he 
had become a celebrated man. 

With all his renown the young professor would have 
found it impossible to get his patients located in the 
large comer room of his mother's house, had it not 
been that they were daughter and grand-daughter of 
that very religious relation on the Rhine of whom Ma- 
dame HeUwig had so high an opinion. Besides, this 
handsome young lady had the advantage of a good 
name, — she was the widow of a high government official 
in Bonn. 

Madame HeUwig was sitting at the window of her 
parlour. One might have thought that time had also 
passed away without leaving any trace on the dark 
woollen dress, on the collar, or on the cuffs, — even to the 
small pin which fastened the collar under her chin, the 
attire was exactly the same as on the evening when first 
we made the acquaintance of the tall woman. The bust 
appeared somewhat foller, and the sleeves of the dress 
fitted tighter round the arms, and the dressmaker had 
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secretly, most likely, made more folds in the skirt, in 
order better to conceal the figure, now with increasing 
age becoming stout and ungraceful. Her large, white 
hands lay idle in her lap, holding the knitting mate- 
rials, — she had at the moment something of more im- 
portance to occupy herself with. 

At the door, at a very respectful distance from her, 
stood a man, his small body clad in a shabby coat, and 
his hand, which he often raised whilst he spoke, was 
coarse and fall of welts from hard work. He spoke in 
a low and hesitating voice, — it was so uncomfortably 
silent in tfie room, — only the ticking of the clock accom- 
panied his words. Prom the mouth of the stem woman 
no encouraging expression came, — nay, it even seemed 
as if that motionless figure scarcely breathed, as if her 
stony, fixed glance had but one aim, that of looking 
through the anxious, pale face of the man, who at last, 
exhausted, ceased speaking, and wiped the perspiration 
from his brow with his cotton pocket handkerchief. 

" You have come at a bad time, Mr. Thienemann," 
said Madame Hellwig at last, after a long pause. 

"Ah, Madame Hellwig," said the man, stepping a 
little nearer, " I did not intend to inconvenience you. 
But you are known as a benevolent lady, for you collect 
every year for the missions, and your name is published 
so often in the papers, in connexion with lotteries and 
such things, and I only wanted you to lend me, out of 
the money you have collected, for a half year on inte- 
rest, the small sum of twenty-five thalers." 

Madame HeUwig smiled ; the poor man little knew 
that this was the death-blow to his hopes. 
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"I conld almost think, Mr. Thienemaim, that yonr 
head is gone a little wrong. Sndi a request is qnite 
novel !*' she said sneeringlr. " I know well you do not 
trouhle yourself in the least with the efforts of the Mth- 
fill for our holy Church, and therefore I tell you that of 
the three hundred thalers which I have on hands not 
one farthing will go to this town. I have collected it 
for a mission, — ^it is sacred money, intended for a godly 
purpose, not to support people who are ahle to work." 

" AfgMJftmft Hellwig, I am not wanting in industry !" 
said the man with a sad voice, " hut sickness has 
brought poverty on me. Grood God ! how Fdid work 
in the evenings in better times, making little things for 
your lotteries, thinking that the proceeds would be for 
our poor people, and now the money is going out over 
the wide world, notwithstanding that there are plenty 
of people amongst us here who have not a shoe to their 
feet, and in winter not a bit of wood to heat themselves 

with." 

" I beg your pardon, Mr. Th^nemann, we do good 
here also, but we make our selection. People receive 
nothing who go to the meetings of trades unions, and 
listen to speeches in which all kinds of false doctrines 
are inculcated. Oh, yes, such blasphemous proceedings 
are well known to us, and we take particular notice of 
them in view to future applications. You now know 
my resolve, and have nothing to hope for from me." 

Madame Hellwig turned away from him, and gazed 
out through the window. 

" Good God ! what must not a man bear when he is 
in want ?" sighed the poor fellow. " I may thank my 
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wife for all this ; she did not let me rest till I came to 
this house/' He looked once more towards the second 
window of the room, and as he saw no sign of help, or 
even of a consoling word from that quarter, he quitted 
it. His last look was directed towards the widow of 
the government official who was sitting opposite Ma- 
dame Hellwig. If there ever was a female form which 

might awaken hope in a desolate heart it was that be- 

• 

fore him, clad in her spotless white dress. The face, 
pure as a lily, the glory of bright hair above her brow, 
the blue eyes, all gave the impression of the head of an 
angel — to a careful observer, however, that of a by no 
means good one ; for during the whole time that the 
poor man was laying open his griefs to Madame Hell- 
wig in so moving a voice that it would have affected 
almost any one, a smiling look of perfect self-content 
had never for a moment left the beautiful face. The 
fair bosom rose and sunk with her perfectly regular 
breathing, and the most observant eye could have re- 
marked that she did not miss a single stitch in a rose- 
leaf, which she was embroidering, during the little 
scene. 

" How did you keep yourself so calm, aunt ?" she 
inquired, with a mild, flattering voice, when the man 
had left the room. " My poor dear husband was always 
very particular with those kind of people, and the trades 
unions were a constant cause of vexatioli to him. Oh ! 
look, there is Caroline!" At this exclamation she 
pointed towards the kitchen door. Whilst the car- 
penter had been there, a young girl had come to it 
quietly and without noise. Any one who, fourteen years 

G 
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" Oh ! I suppose Caroline must have worked it for 
that purpose, as she was so long idling over it. I think 
it is worth about three thalers." 

" Perhaps so," said the young widow, shrugging her 
shoulders. " Where did you find the pattern for the 
comers, my dear child ?" 

A slight blush overspread the countenance of Feli- 
citas. " I designed it myself," she said, in a low voice. 

The young widow looked hastily up. Her blue eye 
changed for a moment : it assumed almost a greenish 
hue. 

" Designed it yourself?" she repeated slowly. " Do 
not be offended with me ; but with the best will in the 
world that is a piece of rashness that I cannot approve 
of. How can any one venture on such a thing without 
the necessary knowledge. That is real cambric ; it cost 
aunt at least a thaler, and it is quite spoiled by that 
awkward design." 

Madame Hellwig arose angrily. 

" Oh ! do not be vexed with Caroline, dear aunt, she 
did it all for the best," said the young lady, in a conci- 
liatory manner, with her mild voice. " Perhaps it is 
worth something yet. You see, dear child, I have 
never paid much attention to drawing. I do not care 
to see females practising it ; but nevertheless I have a 
very sharp eye in detecting a faulty design. Good 
God, what a monstrous leaf this is." She pointed to a 
long leaf, the top of which was bent round, and the de- 
licate outlines of which stood out boldly from the trans- 
parent material. Felicitas did not answer a word, but 
she pressed her tender lips together, and looked fixedly 

g2 
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into the face of the fault-finder. The young widow 
turned hastily away, and covered her eyes with her 
right hand. " Oh, dear child, there is another of your 
piercing glances !" she exclaimed, in a reproving tone 
of voice. " It is not proper for a young girl in your 
position to look sp boldly at others. Just think of 
what your true friend, our good Secretary WoUner, 
always says to you — *Be amiable and modest, dear 
Caroline.' See, you have again an almost disdainful 
expression about your mouth : it is nearly enough to 
vex one. Do you then really want to be romantic, and 
repel stubbornly the advice of that good man, because — 
you do not like him. Ridiculous ! I fear that even- 
tually my cousin John will have to assert his authority." 

To what an extent must the young girl have prac- 
tised self-command ! At the last words of the speaker 
she drew herself up. It could be easily seen how her 
rebellious blood was rising ; the suddenly uplifted head 
assumed for a moment an almost demoniac expression 
of hate and contempt. Nevertheless she said imme- 
diately afterwards calmly and coldly — "I will let it 
come to that." 

" How often must I ask you, Adele, not to mention 
these disagreeable matters again ?" said Madame Hell- 
wig bitterly. " Do you imagine that you can tame 
this stiff-necked thing in a few weeks, when I have in 
vain endeavoured to do so during nine years ? As soon 
as John comes there will be an end of it. Now hand 
me my bonnet and cloak," she said sharply to Felicitas. 
" I hope to God that this trash," she threw the hand- 
kerchief contemptuously on the table at the same time. 
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will be the last of the kind I see you do whilst you are 
in my service." 

Felicitas went away silently. Shortly afterwards 
Madame Hellwig and her guest were walking across 
the market-place. The handsome woman was leading 
her sick child by the hand with motherly tenderness. 
Several faces were thrust through the windows to look 
after the beautiful figure, who had a kind, soft smile 
for every one. Eosa, her servant maid, and Frederica 
followed with baskets on their arms. They intended 
to eat their supper in the garden outside the town, 
and to let the child make necklaces and garlands of 
flowers. The next day they expected the young Pro- 
fessor home, after an absence of nine years ; and although 
Madame Hellwig grumbled about * such vanities,' the 
young widow nevertheless insisted on adorning the 
chamber of the expected visitor as a sign of welcome to 
him. 



CHAPTEE XI- 



Henry shut the haU-door, and Felicitas went up stairs. 
How dear was the long passage, which turned off to 
one side, with its close, confined air, to the young girl, 
who tripped quickly through it ! Then came a quiet 
deserted lobby, with a wide worm-eaten staircase, which 
ascended from the disagreeable obscurity of the lower 
part of the old back house, and at the top a glass door 
admitted a subdued stream of light through its dark 
green panes, on which tulips and roses were coarsely 
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painted. Felicitas took a key from her pocket, and 
noiselefidj opened the door, behind which a narrow, dark 
staircase led up to the top stoiy . 

The yonng girl had only been obliged to nae onoe the 
break-neck path over the roo&. From that moment 
the entrance to the private rooms of the old maid had 
been free to her. Daring the first year her visits had 
been limited to Sundays, and even then she went in 
Henry 8 company. After her Confirmation, however, 
the old lady had entrosted her with the key of the 
painted glass door, and firom that time she availed her- 
self of every imoccupied moment to slip through it. 
She lived, so to speak, a doable life. It was not only 
materially that she ascended from the depths to the 
heights, and exchanged melancholy obscority for dear 
sunshine, her soul also went through the same change, 
and gradually it had become so strengthened, that at 
last she left all shadows, all sadness down in the lower 
regions as soon as she ascended the narrow, dark stair- 
case. Below she had to occupy herself with the dishes 
and spoons in the kitchen ; she had to devote her so- 
called recreation hours to sewing and embroidery, the 
proceeds of which were destined to benevolent purposes, 
such as we have already seen ; and all reading was for- 
bidden to her except a Bible and prayer-book. In the 
upper story of the back house, on the other hand, the 
treasures of human genius were laid open before her. 
She learned with the greatest avidity, and the know- 
ledge of the mysterious recluse was like an inexhaustible 
spring, like a polished diamond which casts forth sparks 
of light in every direction. With the exception of 
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Henry no person in the house knew of this companion- 
ship ; the slightest hint of such a thing to Madame 
Hellwig would have been a death-blow to it. Never- 
theless the old maid had strictly impressed on the child 
to tell the truth if she were ever questioned on the sub- 
ject. This had never happened ; Henry watched faith- 
fully for her, he had always his eyes and ears open. 

The dark staircase was ascended. Felicitas remained 
listening for a few moments outside a door, then pushed 
back a small bolt, and peeped in smiling. Inside 
things were going on in almost a mad manner : there 
was a most extraordinary mixture of singing, chirping, 
and screaming. In the centre of the room arose two 
small trees; along the walls ran flower-beds which 
rivalled those of a garden in freshness, and on the 
twigs a merry crowd of birds were hopping and flutter- 
ing about. This was the life which the old maid had 
conjured up in her solitude. The melodious little 
throats, it is true, sang the same notes from day to 
day ; but then she escaped the unhallowed fickleness of 
human tongues which to-day cry out " Hosanna !" and 
to-morrow " Crucify him !" 

Felicitas shut the door and opened a second one. 
Years before the reader cast a glance into that ivy* 
encircled room. He remembers the collection of solemn 
heads ranged roimd the walls ; but does not know the 
close connexion they have with these large books, bound 
in red morocco, which stand in rows in an antique book- 
case. It was a powerM stream which flowed through 
those heads — ^he who is able to bathe in it knows no so- 
litude, no loneliness. They were the great composers of 



88 The Old Maid's Secret 

yarions periods whose images and works shared the 
asylum of the old maid ; and in the same impartial way 
that the ivy twined aronnd the busts did the soli- 
tary pianist delight herself with all — ^with Italian and 
French as well as with Grerman music. The bookcase 
in addition contained treasures which would have put 
a collector of autographs into ecstacies. Manuscripts 
and handwritings of those great men, for the most part 
of great value, lay in portfolios on the shelves. That 
collection had been made many years before, when, as 
the old maid smilingly observed, her blood still rolled 
fiery through her veins, and when she had energy to 
gratify her wishes. Many a leaf, yellow with age, had 
been obtained with great perseverance and with great 
sacrifices. 

Felicitas found the old lady in a room behind her 
sleeping apartment. She was sitting on a footstool 
before an open press, and about her, on the floor and on 
stools, lay rolls of white linen, flannel, and a crowd of 
those little objects needed by an infant on its coming 
into the world. The old lady turned her head towards 
her visitor. Her fine features were considerably changed, 
and although now they were covered with an expres- 
sion of the most lively joy, traces of decay were plainly 
visible. 

" I am glad you have come here, my darling Fae," 
she cried. " Carpenter Thienemann's wife may be con- 
fined at any moment, so the nursetender has just sent 
to inform me, and they have nothing whatever for the 
poor little thing. Our collection is pretty complete ; 
we will be able to make up quite a nice little parcel — 
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this is the only thing not ready." She placed a small 
cap made of red cotton on her closed hand, and ajranged 
a piece of narrow, white lace on it. " You can finish 
this, Fae," she continued, " the things must be sent off 
without fail this evening." 

'* Oh ! Aunt Cordula," said Felicitas, taking up a 
needle and thread, "these things alone will not be 
enough for the poor people. I know for a certainty 
that Mr. Thienemann also wants money — flve-and- 
twenty thalers." 

The old maid reflected. 

" Hem ! It is rather much for the present state of 
my finances," she said ; " but I suppose I must ma- 
nage it." 

She arose slowly. Felicitas gave her her arm, and 
led her to the music-room. 

" Aunt," she said, suddenly stopping, " Thienemann's 
wife has refased for some time back to do your washing, 
in order not to offend Madame Hellwig — ^have you 
thought of that ?" 

" I believe you want to lead your old aunt upon thin 
ice !" cried the old lady maliciously, but her eyes 
sparkled with good himiour. She gently stroked the 
young girl's cheek. Both laughed, and went to the 
book-case. 

This cumbrous, old-fashioned piece of furniture had 
also its secrets. Aimt Cordula pressed her finger on an 
innocent-looking ornament, and a small door opened in 
one of the sides. The space which became visible was 
the old maid's bank, and in former years it had about 
it something sacred to the childish eyes of Felicitas, for 
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it was but very seldom that she had an opportunity of 
casting a stolen glance on the valuables and rarities 
which it contained. In it lay a few rolls of coin, some 
plate, and several articles of jewellery. 

Whilst the aunt was opening one of the rolls, and 
carefully counting the money, Felicitas took up a small 
case which lay in a dark comer, and opened it with 
curiosity. In it was a gold bracelet. No precious 
stones were set in it, but it felt very heavy, and must 
be made of solid gold. The most remarkable thing 
about it was its circumference, it could slip easily over 
the hand of any woman, and seemed as if it was made 
for the wrist of a strong man. In the centre the gold 
was broader, and here the graver had wrought a beauti- 
ful garland of roses and leaves intertwined. In the 
middle were the following lines : — 

^* Swa zwei liep ein ander meinent 
Herzenlichen ane wane 
IJnd sich beidiu so vereinent." 

The yoimg girl turned the bracelet in all directions, 
and sought for a continuation ; for, although she did 
not understand old Gherman, she translated with ease 
the last line into the words "And both are united so," 
— but there was no ending. 

"Aunt, do you notknow the continuation ?" she asked, 
still carefully examining it. 

The old maid looked up and stopped in the middle of 
her counting. 

" Oh I child, what is it you have there ?" she cried 
sharply. There were vexation, terror, and grief all at 
once in the tone of her voice. She suddenly seized 
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the bracelet, placed it with a trembling hand in its 
case, and shut down the cover. A small red spot ap- 
peared suddenly on one of her cheeks, and her wrinkled 
brow gave her eyes a sombre and morose appearance — 
an expression which the young girl had never before 
seen in them. Yes, it appeared as if the present was 
quite overwhelmed by a flood of remembrances suddenly 
surging up; as if the old lady no longer knew that 
Felicitas was standing near her, for, when she pushed 
the case, with a feverish hand, into its usual place, she 
took up a small box, covered with greyish paper, which 
stood near it, and began to stroke and caress it with her 
right hand. Her features then became milder; she 
sighed and murmured to herself, whilst she pressed it 
to her breast : " It must die before me^ and yet I cannot 
see it die^ 

Felicitas threw her arms round the small weak form 
which stood before her, helpless and scarcely able to 
keep itseK erect. It was the first time during their in- 
tercourse of nine years that the old maid had lost her 
self-command. Delicate and weak as she was in out- 
ward appearance, she had, however, on all occasions, a 
wonderfully strong mind, an unchangeably calm soul, 
which nothing could cause to lose its balance. Every 
fibre of her heart had lovingly twined itself around 
Felicitas; all her knowledge — her whole treasure of 
valuable experience of human life had been poured into 
her yoimg soul ; but her past, now as nine years ago, 
was under bolt and bar. And now Felicitas had 
touched on this hidden portion of her life with thought- 
less haste ; she reproached herself bitterly for doing so. 
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" Oh, aunt ! forgive me !" she said, beseechingly — 
with what child-like emotion could that young girl 
speak, whom Madame Hellwig called stiff-necked and 
a block of wood. 

The old maid covered her eyes with her hand. 

" Be tranquil, child, you have done nothing wrong, 
but I spoke with the foolishness of old age !" she said, 
with a faint voice. "Yes, I have become old and 
infirm. Formerly I could press my teeth firmly toge- 
iher, and keep my tongue quietly behind them, and 
show nothing in my outward appearance ; but that time 
is gone by ; it is time for me to die." 

She stiU held the small grey box in her trembling 
hands, as if trying to gain courage to put into execution 
the sentence of death which she herself had pronounced 
on it. However, after a few moments she placed it 
hastily in its former position, and shut the press. Her 
external calmness seemed then to return. She went 
over to the roimd table that stood near the book-case, 
and on which she had been counting the money. As 
if nothing had happened, she took up a roll and added 
some thalers to it. " We will fold up the money in a 
clean piece of paper," she said to Felicitas ; and in her 
voice could be still perceived some remains of the inte- 
rior commotion which she had with difficulty overcome, 
" and put the little packet in the small red cap, so that 
there may be some luck in it before it goes on the little 
head. Henry is to be at his post pimctuaUy at nine 
o'clock this evening. — ^Don't forget that." 

The old maid had grand qualities of her own, — she 
shunned the light in her good deeds. like the bat she 
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became active when darkness came on the earth, and 
knocked at the doors of poverty when the streets were 
empty, and the eyes of men heavy with sleep. Henry 
had been for years the right hand of whose good deeds 
the left should not know. He carried the contributions 
of the old lady into the poor habitations with the great- 
est secrecy, so that many people in the town unknow- 
ingly ate the bread supplied by her of whom they 
believed the most monstrous things. This is certainly 
a mode of acting understood with difficulty by those 
pious souls who zealously hold fast to their interpreta- 
tion of the words of the !Bible — " Let your light shine 
before men." 

Whilst Aunt Cordula was papering up the money 
with the greatest care, Felicitas opened the glass door 
which led out upon the gallery. It was the end of 
May. Oh, spring ! so praised by poets, how few know 
of thy reign in Thiiringen ! Thou art not that light- 
haired effeminate youth of the south whose blood effer- 
vesces in his veins like champagne, and under whose 
footsteps spring up myrtle and orange blossoms. Ma- 
jesty is seated on thy brow, and on thy lips rests the 
calm smile of conscious power. Thou dost ttiiy thy 
colours skilfully, and dost paint thy landscapes with 
slow enjoyment ; we follow the traces of thy pencil with 
quiet joy, — ^thou art not daring and impetuous, but 
lovely and full of thoughtftd grace. Thou dost gra- 
dually change the brownish green envelope which covers 
the breast of the wooded moimtain, whilst the still 
unmelted snow crowns its summit, and the withered 
graqs of the past season into the youthful verdure of 
May, into snowdrops and violets ; and after calm reflec- 
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tion, like a careM gardener, dost arrange the most 
varied and magnificent colours over hedges, fields, and 
meadows ; and the breath of thy mouth is that bracing 
air which steels the muscles and sinews of the men of 
Thiiringen, which makes their hearts susceptible of 
poetic feeling and poetic superstitions, which upholds 
them in their desire to do what is right, but makes 
them rather inclined to stubbornness, and gives them 
above all their heavenly vulgarity ! 

Felicitas moved the smaU roimd table into the porch, 
and placed the old maid's comfortable easy chair beside 
it. She spread a clean napkin on it, and put into order 
the little apparatus for making the coffee; the baby- 
linen, yet to be completed, was placed near it ; and 
whilst the little brass coffee-pot sang and hissed, and 
exhaled the delicious odour of the best Mecca coffee 
through the gallery, the old lady sat there comfortably 
in her arm-chair and gazed dreamily out on the sun-lit 
world of spring. 

Felicitas had again taken up her work. 

" Aimt,'' she said, after a short pause, emphasising 
each of her words, " he is coming to-morrow," 

" Yes, my child, I saw it in the newspaper ; there is 
the notice from Bonn — * Professor Hellwig is about to 
spend his two months' vacation in Thiiringen.' — He 
has become a celebrated man, Fae." 

"May his celebrity lie light on him. He does not 
know the anguish which pity causes in connexion with 
duty. He cuts into the flesh and into the souls of his 
fellow-creatures with the same equanimity." 

The old maid, astonished, fixed her eyes on the eoun- 
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tenanoe of Felicitas; this tone of unspeakable bitter- 
ness was new to her. 

" Take care, my child, do not be unjust !" she said, 
slowly, after a momentary silence, with indescribable 
mildness. 

Felicitas looked up hastily.. At that moment her 
.brown eyes appealed almost black. 

" I do not know how I can begin to think more 
indulgently of him," she answered. " He has sinned 
grievously against me, and I know that I would not be 
sorry if some misfortime happened to him ; and if it 
were in my power to help him in any way I would not 
move a finger to do so." 

^*Fae!" 

" Yes, aimt, that is the truth. I have always kept 
my face calm before you, because I did not wish to em- 
bitter the short hours of our being together. Tou have 
often thought that my soul was at peace, whilst a storm 
was raging in it. To let yourself be daily and hourly 
trampled in the dust ; to hear your parents reviled, called 
Grod-abandoned wretches, to whom you may attribute 
all the vices falsely imputed to yourself ; to feel in you 
aspirations towards higher things, and to find yourself 
driven down, with sneers, into the company of the 
vulgar and imeducated, because you are poor, and have 
no right to a better education ; to see how those people, 
your tormentors, wear the halo of sanctity and, un- 
punished, venomously annihilate your mind in the 
name of the Lord. Can one bear such things calmly P 
Is not every drop of blood stirred up within you ? Can 
you forgive ? That would not be angelic forbearance, 
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but the cowardly, slavish submission of a weak soul — of 
one who deserves that a foot should be pressed on her 
neck." 

Felicitas spoke quickly, with a deep, sonorous voice. 
What command had that wonderfcd yoimg creature 
over her exterior ! She scarcely moved her head whilst 
giving utterance to the passionate words which streamed 
from her lips. 

" The thought that I must again stand before that stony 
visage excites me more than I can tell, aunt !" she con- 
tinued after drawing a long breath. " With his heart- 
less voice he will verbally repeat to me all that he has 
written during the past nine years. Like a cruel boy 
who lets a poor little bird flutter about, held by a string 
tied to its leg, so has he bound me to this terrible house, 
and thus ch£|,nged the last kind wishes of his father with 
regard to me into a curse. Can anything be more cruel 
than his conduct towards me ? I should not dare to 
have mental qualities, a soft heart, or honourable feel- 
ings — such were not fit for a play-actor s child. Her 
shameful descent could only be atoned for in one way — 
to become a so-called child of the Lord, one of those 
poor creatures with their understandings made as li- 
mited as possible." 

" We have, thank God, escaped that, my child," said 
Aunt Cordula, with a slight smile. " However, his ar- 
rival here will be a turning point in your life," • she 
added more solemnly. 

'* After several struggles, certainly ; . Madame Hell- 
wig gave me the consolation to-day that all should then 
have an end." 
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" And then I will not have to repeat to you any 
more that you must remain down in that house in order 
to honour the last wishes of him who gave you a home, 
and loved you like his own child. Then you will be 
entirely free, and will be able to take care of your old 
aunt, openly, before the whole world, and we need no 
longer fear being separated, for they will have given up 
all rights over you." 

Felicitas looked up with sparkling eyes, seized the 
small, delicate hand of the old maid, and pressed it to 
her lips. 

" You will not think the worse of me, aunt, now that 
you have seen deeper into my interior," she said, with 
a soft voice. " I love mankind, and have a high 
opinion of them ; and if I have guarded myself so 
energetically from mental death, the thought of being 
something more amongst them than a oonmion beast of 
burden has partly urged me to do so. If I have been 
illtreated by a few amongst them, I am far from ex- 
tending my accusations to all. I never even distrusted 
them. On the other hand, I am not in a fit state of 
mind to love my enemies, or to bless them that curse 
me. If that is a dark point in my character I cannot 
alter it, aunt. I do not wish to do so either, for in this 
is the narrow boundary between mildness and want of 
character." 

Aunt Cordula remained silent, and fixed her sad look 
on the fioor. Was there also a time in her life when 
she could not forgive, or could only do so with unspeak- 
able difficulty ? She let the conversation drop, took up 
a needle and thread, and now the sewing went on with- 

H 
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out iBtermptiony and before it grew too dark a splendid 
bundle was ready. In its midst was placed the sHrer 
kernel, that small capital whidi the poor carpenter had 
in Yain asked from the * godlj,' and now was abont to 
receiTe, without knowing it, from the hands of her who 
was generaUj looked on as an unbelierer. 

When Felicitas left the dwelling-plaoe of the old 
maid the front house had become sprightlj enough. 
She heard little Anna, the daughter of the widow of the 
government official, laughing and talking, and the re- 
ception-room in the second story re-echoed with the 
strokes of a hammer. The young girl went quickly 
through the corridor which led into the halL In it 
Henry stood on a ladder, and was frstening up gar- 
lands oyer a door. When he saw Felicitas he made a 
comical grimace, in which contempt, mirth, and bad 
hxmiour stroTC for the upper hand. He struck a few 
more hard blows on the heads of the unfortunate nails, 
as if he wished to annihilate them, and then got down. 

little Anna had been holding the ladder with a so- 
lemn earnestness, in order that it might not fiJl ; but 
when she saw Felicitas, she forgot her important busi- 
ness, toddled OTcr to her with difficulty, and lovingly 
twined her arms round her knees. The young girl 
raised her from the floor, and took her in her arms. 

'*' They are going on as if a wedding was to be in the 
house to-morrow,'' said Henry, in a low and cranky 
tone of voice, ^ and it is all for the reception of a man 
who won t look either to the right or left, and always 
lias a face as if he was after swallowing vinegar." He 
raised np one end of the garland. *' Just look, there 
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are forget-me-nots in it. We will soon know why she 
who made up that thing put them there. But Fae !" 
he interrupted himself vexedly, when he saw the child 
laying her cheek against Felicitas's face, " do me one fa- 
vour, and do not be always taking that little fright up 
in your arms — there is not a sound drop of blood in her 
body, and may be she will infect you." 

Felicitas quickly put her left arm round the little 
creature, and full of deep pity pressed her to her breast. 
The child got afraid of Henry's angry countenance, and 
hid her ugly little face ; the curly head only could be 
seen, and the young maiden at that moment, with the 
child on her arm, looked like a beautiful figure of the 
Madonna. She was just about to answer when the door, 
over which the garland had been placed, opened ; it 
could not have been fastened, for it fell back slowlv and 
gradually, and let those outside see into the room. It 
looked indeed as if it had been prepared for the recep- 
tion of a young bride : vases full of flowers were placed 
on the sill of the only window in it, and the young 
widow had just then hung up a long wreath, arranged 
in graceful festoons, over the writing table. She had 
stepped back in order to examine her handiwork from a 
distance, and in doing so had turned her head, and per- 
ceived the group standing outside. Perhaps the resem- 
blance to the Madonna displeased her, for she wrinkled 
her fine brow with an expression of displeasure, called 
her servant-maid, who was dusting the furniture, and 
pointed towards the door. 

" You must come down at once, Miss Anna," said 
Brosa scoldingly, and hurrying out. ''Mamma says 

h2 
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that 3'ou must not let any one take you in their arms. 
This displeases Madame," she said snappishly to Feli- 
citas, taking the little girl from her, and placing her on 
the floor; "she thinks that it is dangerous to Miss 
Anna's health to let herself be kissed and hugged that 
way by every one." 

She led the child, who commenced to weep bitterly, 
into the room, and shut the door. 

" Oh ! good heavens, there are people for us !". growled 
Henry, going down the stairs. "There's what you 
have got for your kindness, Fae! such people think 
that their diseases are as aristocratic as themselves, 
and that other people should thank God to be al- 
lowed to put their healthy hands near their wretched 
bodies." 

Felicitas was walking in silence beside him. Just as 
they reached the ground floor, a carriage rolled over 
the market-place, and stopped before the house. Be- 
fore Henry had time to reach the door it was opened 
by a vigorous push. It was already very dark, and in 
the obscurity one could barely perceive by the outline 
that it was the figure of a man that stepped across 
tlie threshold. With a few rapid steps the gen- 
tl(3man reached the parlour door, which was opened 
from the inside. An exclamation of surprise issued 
i'rom the lips of Madame Hellwig, and the dry words : 
" Oh 1 you are not punctual, John, we did not expect 
you till to-morrow morning," were heard, the door was 
then closed, and the carriage waiting outside and the 
aroma of an excellent cigar were the only proofs of the 
reality of the apparition. 



NB^ 
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" It was he !" whispered Felicitas, pressing her hand 
on her throbbing heart. 

" Now the fun is going to begin !" whispered Henry 
at the same time ; but he suddenly became silent, aud 
listened with a smile. 

The sounds of great commotion were heard upstairs. 
The young widow flew down, her light hair flowing 
about, and a loose white oloat fluttering like a cloud 
about her graceful figure. She left Eosa and the sick 
child far behind her, and in a few moments stood in the 
parlour. 

" Now Fae, we know why the forget-mfe-nots were 
put in the garland !" said Henry, with a laugh, and 
he then went out t6 see about getting in the luggage. 



CHAPTEE XII. 



The next morning, rather early, Felicitas took advan- 
tage of a free moment to slip up to Aunt Cordula, and 
to inform her of the success of Henry's expedition to 
the family of the poor carpenter. On the lobby of the 
second story she met Henry ; he grinned at her, with 
satisfaction stamped on his countenance, and pointed 
with his thumb over his shoulder to the door over 
which, the evening before, the garland had been fixed. 
The garlands had disappeared ; rather a large heap of 
them lay on the fioor, and several vases of flowers were 
ranged along the wall outside the door. 

" Hui ! down they came !" whispered Henry. " One, 
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two, three, and the poor forget-me-nots lay on the floor. 
I just came up as he was standing on the ladder." 

" Who ?" 

" Who ? The Professor to be sure. He was making 
a frightful grimace. He must have pulled and dragged 
hard at the things, for I nailed them up fast enough to 
stay there for eternity. But just think, Fae, he stretched 
out his hand to me when I wished him good morning — 
that rather astonished me." 

The lips of Felicitas moved ; she was just about to 
say something disagreeable, but she suddenly turned 
round the comer into the dark corridor, for she heard 
footsteps inside the room approaching the door. 

As she was returning somewhat later from the back 
house she heard the voice of the young widow from the 
ground floor, speaking in complaining accents. One 
could scarcely imagine anything more melodious than 
the sound of her voice. 

" The poor flowers !" she complained. 

" What could have put it into your head to do that 
on my account, Adele P" answered a man's voice. " You 
know that such displays are hateful to me." 

It was the same cold voice which once had made such 
an irradicably bad impression on Felicitas, only it sound- 
ed deeper, and at that moment had a mixture of annoy- 
ance and blame in it. Felicitas leaned over the banis- 
ters cautiously, and held in her breath. He was going 
down stairs slowly, holding little Anna by the hand, 
and leading her down, step by step. There was no- 
thing whatever in his appearance that seemed in har- 
mony with his title of professor. Felicitas imagined 
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that such persons should have the appearance of some- 
thing noble and distinguished about them, but in him 
she sought in vain for such qualities. A strongly-built 
figure, firm as iron as it seemed, with awkward move- 
ments, and without the slightest sign of elegance in his 
bearing. There was something stubborn and unbend- 
ing in his air. One could imagine that his neck had 
never bent to greet any one. And how little was his 
head suited to contradict that impression. He turned 
his face upwards for a moment — that plain face, which 
had once answered so little to the child's ideas of what 
the features of the distant John should be ; it had not 
become anything kinder or more benevolent in its ex- 
pression. A reddish light brown beard, very thick and 
coarse, covered his chin and the under portions of his 
cheeks, and fell down almost to his breast, and between 
the bushy eyebrows, which at the moment were knitted 
more than usual in annoyance at the ill-timed display, 
lay a deep wrinkle. But his exterior, although by no 
means aristocratic or attractive, had on it the undeniable 
impress of manly strength and of strong will. 

He now bent down and took the child, who was with 
difficulty descending the stairs, up in his arms. 

" Come, my child," he said, " you cannot get on well 
with your poor weak little limbs." His voice sounded 
astonishingly mild and full of pity. 

" He is not now speaking to a play-actor's child," 
thought Felioitas, and her heart swelled with bitter 
feelings. 

The morning hours were very noisy in the hitherto 
quiet house ; the door-bell almost never ceased ringing. 
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There were in that little town, as well as in many 
others, plenty of people who desire too willingly to show 
oflf their everyday visages in company with that of a 
celebrated man, without thinking how much they suflfer 
by the contrast. Those visits were very welcome to 
Felicitas, for, although she wished for nothing so much 
as his speedy departure, she yet feared the first inter- 
view — she did not feel herself as yet self-possessed and 
calm enough for it. Every hour it was deferred she 
therefore considered a gain. However, the autocrat in 
the parlour wished all along that the catastrophe should 
take place as soon as possible, for dinner was scarcely 
over when Henry came into the kitchen, examined the 
dress of Felicitas carefully, dusted a little flour off her 
dark sleeve, and said with a slightly uneasy look : "Tour 
hair is a little disarranged over your ear, Fae ! put it 
in order. You must at once go up to the poor dead 
master's room — that is where they are. Now, now ! 
why are you so firightened ? You have become as white 
as chalk, Fae. He cannot cut your head off." 

Felicitas opened the door and stepped- quietly into 
the former room of her benefactor. Her lips and cheeks 
were almost snow-white, and for the moment her fea- 
tures were nearly as still and motionless as if she was 
dead. 

Just as nine years before, on that stormy morning, 
Madame Hellwig sat in the easy-chair, near the win- 
dow. Not far from her, with his back turned to the 
door, and his hands clasped behind him, stood he, by 
whose authority that young creature had been forced to 
a life of service, and who had never suffered her to cross 
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in the slightest degree that line, by keeping her be- 
hind which, he, -from a distance, had so remorselessly 
punished her, without even asking — ** Are you also 

guilty?" 

It was not without reason that Felicitas feared the 
first meeting, for now, on looking on him, she felt how 
anger and bitterness were surging up in her, and yet 
self-possession was never more necessary than at this 
decisive moment. 

" There is Caroline," said Madame Hellwig. 

The Professor turned round and exhibited a very 
much astonished countenance. Evidently he had never 
imagined that the actor's child, who once in the same 
place had stamped with her little foot and defied him 
like a mad creature, could have grown so and become 
so calm. She stood there, proudly erect, although her 
gaze was fixed on the floor. 

He stepped towards her and moved his right arm. 
Was he about to reach his hand to her as he had done 
to Henry ? Her heart grew cold at the thought ; she 
pressed her fingers convulsively against the palms of 
her hands, and her arms hung motionless against her 
sides. She, however, raised her eyelids, and a look full 
of deadly coldness was directed on the man standing 
opposite to her, just as one bitter enemy gazes on 
another. This immediately became manifest to the 
Professor ; he stepped back and with his piercing eyes 
measured her from head to foot. 

At that moment a knock was heard at the door, and 
the young widow popped in her smiling little face. 

" Can I come in ?" she said with her winning voice. 
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and without waiting for a reply she stood in the middle 
of the room. 

^^ Oh ! am I just come in time for the examination P" 
she inquired. " My dear Caroline, now you will soon 
learn that other persons have wills as well as yourself, 
and at last it will be decided about poor Wellner." 

" I pray you, Adele, let John speak now !" csried 
Madame Hellwig curtly, and rather imgraciously. 

" Now, as a preliminary, we will stick to this one 
point," said the Professor. He crossed his arms on his 
breast and leaned against the table. " Will you tell 
me why you have rejected the honourable proposals of 
that man ?" 

His calm, passionless eye rested searchingly on the 
young girl. 

" Because I despised him. He is a miserable hypo- 
crite, who uses religion as a mask for his avarice and 
greed of money," she answered firmly, and without hesi- 
tation ; she must now parry his blows by calm, un- 
jrielding openness. 

" My God ! what a calumny !" cried the widow of 
the government official, clasping her white hands toge- 
ther, and lifting her large, blue eyes. Madame Hell- 
wig gave vent to a short, harsh laugh. 

" There you have a slight proof of the ways and 
behaviour of your so called ward, John!" she cried. 
" She is always ready with her contempt and such like : 
I know that. Cut it short ! You will not gain a hair's 
breadth with her, and I will not allow honourable per- 
sons, who come in and go out of my house, to be ca- 
lumniated in such a way." 
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The Professor did not answer. Whilst he stroked 
his beard slowly with his hand — it was a remarkably 
handsome, small hand — his look was directed on the 
young widow, who still stood in the attitude of a pray- 
ing seraph. It almost appeared as if he had only 
heard her exclamation ; he twisted his lips a little — 
who could read that motionless visage ? 

" You have made some wonderful studies of character 
during the few weeks you have been here, Adele," he 
said. " If one can stand up in that way as an advo- 
cate " 

" For God's sake, John,'' interrupted the young wi- 
dow quickly, " you don't think for a moment that I 

have any interest " she suddenly became silent, and 

a deep blush covered her cheeks. 

The Professor's eyes assumed a look of decided raillery. 

" All the ladies who visit my aunt agree that Well- 
ner is a man of honour," she added, after a pause. 
" The money for the Missions goes through his hands, 
and no fault has been found with him." 

" And therefore you naturally would swear by him !" 
continued the Professor. " I do not know the man," 
he said, turning towards Felicitas, " and therefore can- 
not say whether your accusation is just or not." 

" John !" interrupted Madame Hellwig, angrily. 

" If you please, mother, we will speak of the matter 
later in private," he said, calmly and concUiatingly. 
" Of course you cannot force any one in such a matter." 
He then continued, turning towards Felicitas. " Up to 
the present I have never allowed you the liberty of de- 
ciding for yourself. In the first place, because I knew 
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you to be tinder the goidanoe of one in whom I placed 
the most nnlimited confidence ; in the second, becaose I 
believe yonr character to be so stubborn that you oppose 
that which tends most to your advantage. In this 
matter, however, my authority ceases. In many re- 
spects I cannot say that you are not right, for you are 
young, and he is, as I hear, rather advanced in years — 
that is, however, not of much importance. A second 
stumbling-block is the diflTerence of your positions. He 
may for a moment overlook your origin ; but after-re- 
flection on such matters might cause unhappiness. Dis- 
turbance of equilibrium always revenges itself." 

How reasonable did that sound — and heartless at 
the same time ! He was at that moment the author of 
all those practical measures, which had never lost sight 
of the ill-starred descent of the actor's child. He 
quitted the spot where he had been standing, and 
stepped up to the girl, whose lips quivered with a bitter 
smile. 

" You have imposed a difficult task on us," he said, 
raising his forefinger. " You have not understood how, 
and, I must assume, have not wished to win the good 
will of my mother. As matters stand, you yourself, 
I am sure, do not wish to remain any longer in this 
house." 

" I would most willingly quit it this very hour." 

" I am quite convinced of that ; you have shown 
plainly enough that our strict and conscientious guar- 
dianship is unbearable to you." His tone had now a 
mixture of annoyance and excitement. " The endeavour 
to tame your wild nature has been to us labour altoge- 
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ther thrown away. Now you shall have what you wish ; 
but I do not consider my task ended. I will still en- 
deavour to find out your relations." 

" Formerly you held a difierent opinion on that sub- 
ject," said Madame Hellwig, maliciously. 

" The course of events has changed it, as you see, 
mother," he answered calmly. 

Felicitas remained silent, and cast down her eyes. 
She knew that such a step could have no result. Aunt 
Cordula had taken it long ago. Four years before an 
appeal had been inserted in one of the principal jour- 
nals to the conjuror D'Orlowsky, and to the relations 
of his wife. It had been copied into all the newspapers 
of any note, but up to that time no one had appeared. 
Of course the young girl could not tell them that. 

" This very day I will commence taking the necessary 
steps," continued the Professor ; " and I believe that 
some result will be arrived at before the end of two 
months. Until then you must remain under my guar- 
dianship, and continue in the relation of a domestic to 
my mother. If then, however, as I fear, none of your 
relations come forward " 

" I demand my immediate freedom after that time 
has passed !" interrupted Felicitas quickly. 

" Oh ! that sounds horrible !" cried the young widow, 
in a tone of vexation. " You act as if you had been ill- 
treated and tortured in this house of peace and Christian 
mercy, you imgratefiil thing." 

" You think, then, that you will be able to do with- 
out our further assistance ?" asked the Professor, with- 
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out seeming to pay attention to the vexation of the 
young widow. 

" I will endeavonr to do so." 

" Very well/' he said abruptly, after a moment's si- 
lence, ^* at the end of two months you shall be at perfect 
liberty to act as you will, and to go where you will !" 
He turned away, and walked to the window. 

" You can go now," said Madame Hellwig harshly. 

Felicitas left the room. 

"Still an eight weeks' struggle !" she whispered to 
herself, as she went through the hall. " It will be a 
fight for life or death." 



CHAPTEE XIII. 

Three days had passed since the Professors arrival; 
they had quite changed the monotonous life in the old 
house; but contrary to all her forebodings, they had 
passed away peacefully enough for Felicitas. The 
Professor had not troubled himself further about her ; 
he seemed to desire to limit his intercourse with her to 
that first and only interview. She breathed fireely, but 
yet, curious to relate, she had never felt so humbled or 
wounded as now. On a few occasions he had passed 
her by in the hall without seeing her. He certainly 
appeared to be in a bad humour, which did not improve 
his good looks. Madame Hellwig could not be pre- 
vented, despite his wishes to the contrary, from sum- 
moning him to the parlour when any of her acquaint- 
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ances called and wished to see him. He appeared, on 
compulsion, but was always on such occasions a very 
unamiable, rough companion. Many others also came 
every day, who were introduced by Henry to the second 
story. Persons seeking help, for the most part very 
needy, miserable creatures, whom, at any other time, 
Frederica would have driven away from the hall-door 
without ceremony ; ,but now, to the great annoyance of 
the old cook, and decidedly contrary to the wishes of 
Madame Hellwig, they walked up the stairs, covered 
with their snow-white carpets, and found above, with- 
out difficulty, both admission and an audience. The 
Professor was prinqipally celebrated as an oculist ; he 
had succeeded in cures which many men of great re- 
pute in that branch had given up as hopeless. On that 
account the name of the still very young man had 
spread far and wide. 

The dusting and keeping in order of her son's room 
had been entrusted to Felicitas by Madame Hellwig. 
The small apartment seemed entirely changed since 
it became inhabited ; furnished formerly rather com- 
fortably, it had now almost the appearance of the cell 
of a Carthusian monk. The pretty muslin curtains 
had shared the same fate as the wreaths of flowers — 
they had been removed by the Professor under the pre- 
tence that they deprived liim of light. Some unartistic 
battle pieces which had been hanging on the walls, and 
on which a great quantity of brilliant colours had been 
squandered, were also removed ; in lieu thereof a very 
old copperplate, which had formerly been banished to a 
dark corner of the room, was put up over his writing- 
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table, notwithstanding the dilapidated condition of its 
black wooden &ame: It was a real masterpiece of en- 
graving, representing a young and beautiftd mother, 
holding her child tenderly wrapped up in her mantle 
trimmed with fiir. The wooUen coverings of the sofa 
and chairs had been taken off because he said they were 
collectors of dust ; and instead of the former China or- 
naments, the Professor's books stood on the cabinet, 
packed closely together and symmetrically arranged. 
They were perfectly clean, and in excellent preserva- 
tion, although they had all the appearance of having 
been very much used. They were bound very plainly, 
and in different colours, according to the different lan- 
guages in which they were written — Latin in grey, 
German in brown, and so on. 

" Thus, also, he endeavours to put human souls in 
order," said Felioitas bitterly, the first time she saw the 
books, "and woe to that one which endeavours to 
change the colour allotted to it." 

The Professor drank his morning coffee in company 
wiih his mother and the young widow ; he then went 
to his room and worked till midday. From the first 
morning he had refused the wine which Madame Hell- 
wig had sent up for his refreshment; but a croft of 
water always stood beside him. It appeared as if he 
studiously avoided being attended to — he never rang 
the bell. If he did not think his water fresh enough, 
he went down himseK to the yard and refilled his croft. 

On the morning of the fourth day letters arrived 
for him. Henry was out, and Felicitas was there- 
fore sent up with them to the second story. She re- 
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mained standing hesitatingly at the door, for she heard 
talking inside ; it was the voice of a woman. She it 
seemed was finishing a long conversation with him. 

" Dr. Bohm has spoken to me about the disease of 
your son's eyes," answered the Professor, in a kind 
tone of voice. " I will see what can be done." 

" Oh ! sir, such a celebrated man as you " 

" Enough of that, my woman !" He interrupted her 
so roughly that she stopped short, rather terrified. " I 
will call to-morrow and examine his eyes," he added 
in a milder tone. 

" But we are poor people ; we earn very little." 

"You have told me that twice already, my good 
woman," the Professor again impatiently interrupted. 
" Now go ; I have a great deal to attend to. If I 
can help your son I will," 

The woman went out, and Felicitas entered the 
room. The Professor was sitting at the table, and his 
pen was again flying over the paper. He had, how- 
ever, seen the young girl enter, and, without turning 
his eyes from his work, he reached out his left hand to 
take the letters. He opened one of them whilst Feli- 
citas was going back to the door. 

" Bye-the-bye," he said, half absorbed in his letter, 
" who dusts this room ?" 

" I do," she answered, stopping short. 

" Then I must pray of you to be more careful with 
my writing-table. It is very inconvenient to me when 
a book is removed from its place — even now I miss one." 

Felicitas walked up to the table, on which several 
piles of books lay. 
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" What is the name of the book ?" she asked cahnly. 

Something like a smile passed over the Professor*s 
serious eonntenanee. Such a question from the mouth 
of a girl sounded singularly naive in the study of a 
doctor. 

" You will scarcely be able to find it — it is a French 
book," he answered. "Its title is *Cruveilhier: Anatomie 
du Systeme nerveux,' " he added, and another smile 
passed over his face. 

Felicitas at once drew forth one of the books ; it lay 
amongst several other French works. 

" Here it is," she said. " It was still in the place 
where you laid it yourseK. I never take any of the 
books in my hand." 

The Professor leaned his left arm on the table, turned 
round towards her, and looked straight in her face. 

" You understand French P" he asked quickly and 
sharply. 

Felicitas trembled ; she had betrayed herself. She 
not only understood French, but spoke it fluently — the 
old maid had taught it to her. Now she must answer, 
and answer decidedly. The dark grey eyes, with their 
piercing glance, were stUl riveted on her countenance ; 
she could not bring herself to tell a falsehood— she must 
speak the truth. 

" I have been educated," she answered. 

" Oh, yes, I remember, until you were nine years of 
age ; and some vestiges of it still remain there," he said, 
placing his hand on his forehead. 

Felicitas remained silent. 

" That is the mistake my mother and I made in the 
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plan of your education," he continued. "You had 
been too well educated ; and because we had our own 
views on the subject you hate us, and consider us your 
torturers, and God knows what not. Is it not so P" 

Felicitas strove with herself for a moment, but her 
hate conquered. She opened her pale lips, and said 
coldly, " I have sufficient cause to do so." 

For a moment he wrinkled his brow, as if deeply an- 
noyed ; but perhaps he called to mind the many surly 
and unfriendly answers which, as a doctor, he had been 
obliged to bear from his patients. The young girl be- 
fore him was, in his opinion, suflFering under the disease 
of error ; that perhaps caused the calmness with which he 
said — " I forgive you for reproaching us with harsh- 
ness. You are certainly candid. However, we are able 
to bear your bad opinion of us." 

He took the letter up again, and Felicitas left the 
room. As she stepped across the threshold, the reader 
cast a glance after her. The anteroom was filled with 
a warm sunlight, and the figure of the maiden appeared 
from the more darkened room like a figure painted on 
a golden ground. As yet her form was deficient in 
that fulness and roundness which is indispensable in 
fully developed female beauty; nevertheless its lines 
were most elegant, and in her movements was an in- 
describable grace — that silence almost which poets in 
their fairy legends are wont to ascribe to their crea- 
tions. And what magnificent hair she had ! Usually 
it was of a chestnut brown colour; but when, as at 
that moment, a sunbeam fell on it, it changed to a 
golden reddish hue. It had no resemblance to those 

i2 
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magnificent locks which flowed from under the helmet 
of the beautiful actress. Bather short, but very fall, it 
seemed almost visibly to resist being bound up in the 
plain knot at the back of the head. A few looks always 
managed to regain their freedom, and hung down, as 
now, on the white neck. 

The Professor again bent down over his work ; but 
the current of his thoughts, which had been diverted 
from its course by the entrance of the peasant woman, 
did not immediately return to its proper channel. He 
passed his hand over his brow, and drank a glass of 
water, but in vain. At last, annoyed at the interrup- 
tions, ho threw his pen on the table, took down his hat 
from a nail, and went down stairs. If the Moor s head, 
which for years had served its learned master as a pen- 
wiper, could have opened its large, grinning mouth any 
wider, it would certainly have done so with astonish- 
ment : there lay the pen, freshly filled with ink, and 
the unhappy Moor missed his usual task of wiping the 
point clean with his cloak. Such a thing was imheard 
of ! The painfully particular man had become absent. 

" Mother," said the Professor, entering the parlour 
whilst passing, " I do not wish you to send up that girl 
with messages to me any more. Henry can come, and 
if he is not at hand I can wait." 

*^ Oh ! I see," answered Madame Hellwigtriumphantly. 
" Three days only have passed, and her demeanour has 
become unbearable to you already ; you condemned me 
to have her about me for nine long years." 

Her son shrugged his shoulders silently, and was 
about to quit the room. 
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" The early instructions wHoh she received up to the 
period of my father's death ceased, I presume, at the 
time she began to go to the public school P" he inquired, 
turning round again. 

"What a foolish question that is, John !" cried Ma- 
dame Hellwig, in a vexed tone of voice. " Have I not 
given you the fullest details with respect to that in my 
letters, and also spoken to you about it when I visited 
you in Bonn. The school-books were all sold, and her 
writing copies burned at the same time." 

*• What kind of associates has she had ?" 

" What associates P Only Frederica and Henry. She 
herself did not wish for any others." 

That cruel, malicious look appeared in the counte- 
nance of the woman, during which her upper lip was 
drawn up, and some of her front teeth became visible. 
" Naturally I have not been able to prevail on myself 
to let her eat at my table, or to suffer her in my room," 
she continued ; " she was once and continued to be the 
being who intruded herself between your father and me, 
and from that time she became more and more unbearable 
and unamiable. I found out two daughters of a Christian 
mechanic, with whom I wished her to keep company ; 
but you already know that she declared to me that she 
would have nothing to do with people who are sheep 
in wolves' clothing, and such like trash. I know that 
your eyes will be considerably opened during the eight 
weeks that you have imposed on yourself to keep her 
here." 

The Professor left the house in order to take a long 
walk. 
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In the afternoon of the same day Madame Hellwig 
expected several ladies to lunch, principally strangers 
visiting the baths. It was to be eaten in the suburban 
garden ; and as Frederica had suddenly become unwell, 
Felicitas was sent to get everything in order. She had 
all her arrangements soon made. On the wide gravel 
walky under the back wall of the garden, stood a co£Pee- 
table tastefully laid out, and in the small kitchen of the 
garden-house the water was boiling, ready to make the 
fragrant beverage. The young girl was standing at an 
open window of the garden-house, and gazing out with 
a melancholy air. Outside all was as green and bloom- 
ing in the calm, still air as if autumn storms had never 
bent the boughs, or a winter firost blasted the vegeta- 
tion with its icy chill. Tears before the shrubs and 
beds of flowers had displayed their varied charms for 
him whose good, warm heart had long since turned 
to dust ; whose helping hand came to the aid of all that 
it could reach — of the flowers as well as of human help- 
lessness and misery. The flowers now smiled as cheer- 
fully in presence of others, cold and heartless as they 
were, and men no longer thought of him. Hither had. 
he and the little orphan fled for refiige &om the cold 
glances and the cutting words in the town, not only in 
the balmy summer time, but also in the winter and the 
early spring, when a good fire blazed and crackled in 
the comfortable fireplace of the garden-house. A thick 
carpet warmed their feet, and the shrubs pressed their 
leafless branches against the heated window-panes, on 
which the snow flakes fell and were at once mercilessly 
thawed; and the little hill outside, with its crest of 
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poplar trees, half covered with snow, raised itseK in the 
midst of the large, bleak garden — dear, beloved remem- 
branees ! And there stood the nut trees ; their leaves, 
scarcely developed, hung at that moment lazy and 
motionless, as if half intoxicated by the golden sunlight 
that streamed down on them. What had they not for- 
merly whispered to the child of sweet, holy promises 
respecting the world and her future — dreams as bright 
and free from shadows as the unclouded sky above her ; 
and then all had suddenly become dark and gloomy 
above the innocent head of the actor's daughter : the 
piercing lightning-flash of experience had blasted the 
promises made by the leaves and flowers. 

Felicitas started from her reverie at the sound of ap- 
proaching voices and the creaking of the garden door. 
She saw the Professor enteriug the garden in company 
with another gentleman. They walked slowly towards 
the house. That other gentleman had lately often 
visited Madame Hellwig ; he was the son of a very re- 
spectable person, a great friend of the Hellwig family. 
About the same age as the Professor, he had also re- 
ceived his education in the seminary kept on the Rhine 
by the ' strictly religious' relation of the Hellwigs. 
Both had been also, but only for a short time, fellow- 
students at the University, and had always been on very 
friendly terms, although their characters and pursuits 
were quite diiBferent. When John Hellwig, almost im- 
mediately after the end of his studies, ascended the pro- 
fessorial chair, Frank had gone to travel. He had 
returned but a short time, in accordance with the wishes 
of his parents, to pass his examination in law ; he was 



120 The Old MaicTs Secret 

now a lawyer in his native town, and was waiting 
till the course of events might send him clients and 
money. 

As he approached, he appeared a perfect type of 
manly beauty- — a noble countenance surmounted his 
slender but elegantly formed figure. Perhaps the deli- 
cately formed lines of his profile gave his features some- 
thing of a feminine expression, but his broad shoulders 
and his firm but graceful gait prevented this slight fault 
from being perceived. 

He had just removed the cigar from his mouth, 
looked at it, and thrown it from him. The Professor 
took his cigar-case from his pocket, and held it towards 
him. 

" Oh, God forbid," cried the lawyer, stretching out 
his hands with a comic gesture. " I never could bring 
myself to rob the poor heathen children in China and 
the Lord knows where else !" 

The Professor smiled. 

" For all I know of you,'^ continued the other, " you 
still continue to hold firmly, with unconquerable hero- 
ism, to your self-imposed penance of former times, 
when you allowed yourself three cigars a day, but only 
smoked one, and put the price of the other two into a 
savings-box for the Missions." 

" "Well, yes," answered the Professor, with a quiet 
smile. " I acknowledge I still have that habit, but the 
money is expended in quite a difierent way — it belongs 
to my poor patients, without distinction." 

" Can it be possible ! You, the stout defender of 
evangelical eflforts — the most faithful amongst the dis- 
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ciples of the Ehenish school-despot ! Is that the way 
you remain true to your doctrines, you faithless one P" 

The Professor shrugged his shoulders, stopped, and 
thoughtfully knocked oflFthe ash from his. cigar. 

" As a doctor, one learns to think differently of man- 
kind, and of the duty of individuals to the entire race," 
he said. " I have always kept in view the one great 
aim — that of making myself really useful ; to reach that 
I have been obliged to forget and reject many things to 
which I formerly clung." 

They walked on further, and their voices grew indis- 
tinct ,but the sun poured down fierce and scorching on 
the gravel path, and they instinctively turned back, 
absorbed in their conversation, and came under the 
acacias, the thick foliage of which cast a cool and grate- 
ful shade on the portion of the path, covered with flags, 
which lay near the house. 

" Do not argue with me," Felicitas heard the Pro- 
fessor say. " In that you will not change me in the 
least. Just as I was years ago, I am still either ter- 
ribly bored or vexed in the company of females ; and I 
may tell you, my intercourse, as a doctor, with the fair 
sex has by no means tended to raise my opinion of 
them. What a mixture of thoughtlessness and weak- 
ness of character !" 

"You become bored in female company; that is 
easily understood," said Frank, still standing under the 
comer window. " You go amongst those whose minds 
are frivolous, not to say empty. You hate the modem 
system of female education — perhaps in some respects 
not without reason. I myself have no great liking for 
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pianoforte-playing without talent, and thoughtless chat- 
tering in French. In our time, when the mind of man 
almost daily enters on paths, new and undreamed of 
before, when he works, creates, and enjoys with the 
mighty soaring on which the human race ventures, you 
want the woman, as far as possible, to remain in the 
darkness of the middle ages, in the circle and with the 
same narrowness of ideas as your servant maids ; that 
is not only unjust but foolish. The woman has the 
souls of your sons in her hands, at a period when they 
take a stamp as easily as wax, and bear it through life 
as firmly imbedded in their natures as if it were on iron. 
Encourage woman to more earnest thought, widen the 
circle which your egotism has drawn round their souls, 
and which you call the destiny of the female, and you 
will see that vanity and weakness of character will almost 
disappear." 

" My friend, I will most certainly not enter on that 
path," observed the Professor, sarcastically, moving 
slowly a few steps onward. 

" I know well that your conviction is different. You 
think that by means of a pious wife one can attain 
everything with much less trouble. My very honoured 
Professor, don't imagine for a moment that I could de- 
sire a companion for my life without religion — a female 
mind without holiness is like a flower without perfume. 
But look well before you ! You consider her. pious and 
well brought up, and whilst you let her go on her own 
way, without paying much attention to her, relying on 
those qualities, a tyranny is established in your house 
which you never would have borne from a less pious 
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woman. Under the cover of religion many bad pro- 
clivities, slumbering in the female character, easily 
shoot up. She would dare to be cruel, revengeful, and 
proud, and even in her blind zeal condemn and destroy 
the beautiful and the magnificent, all in the name of 
the Lord, and in the so-called interest of the Kingdom 
of God." 

" You are going very fax." 

" Not at all. You will yet learn to know that the 
discriminating understanding must be suitably enHght- 
ened and cultivated, and that the dispositions of hu- 
man beings must become more pliable before too great 
piety in a wife can be really conducive to our happi- 
ness." 

" Those are subjects on which I really have no de- 
sire to descant very much," answered the Professor, 
coolly. " Science occupies myseK and my life so com- 
pletely " 

" Oh ! there they are !" interrupted the lawyer, point- 
ing to the entrance of the garden. Behind the iron 
gate appeared the widow of the government official, 
with her child and Madame Hellwig. "Is she not 
the very personification of your ideal ?" he continued in 
an ironical tone. " Simple — she always appears in 
white muslin, which, by the way, becomes her wonder- 
fully ; pious — who can doubt that who 'sees her in the 
church, with her lovely eyes angelically lifted up to- 
wards heaven P She despises all kinds of knowledge or 
thought, because they might interfere with her knitting 
or embroidery. She is also suited to you as far as posi- 
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tion is concerned, for that, in your eyes, is indispen- 
sable for a happy union ; in fine, everything points her 
out as the wife made for you, who " 

" You are severe, and have never been able to bear 
Adele," interrupted the Professor in a tone of vexation ; 
" I fear for the reason that she is daughter of the man 
who was always rather strict with you. She is good- 
tempered, harmless, and an excellent mother." 

He walked towards the ladies, who were slowly ad- 
vancing, and greeted them kindly. 



CHAPTER XIV. 



It was not long before the garden was enlivened by 
several graceful female figures who, for the most part 
wearing muslin or gauze dresses, glided about like 
erummer clouds. The dark wall, covered with verdant 
foliage, formed an excellent background for the pic- 
ture. Silvery laughter and lively conversation sounded 
through the balmy air, now and then broken by the 
deeper sound of a masculine voice. The number in- 
vited was soon complete ; they gathered round the 
lunch table, and several of them produced their work- 
baskets. 

On a sign from Madame Hellwig, Felicitas came 
from the garden-house with the cofiee. 

" My motto is : * simple and cheap,' " she heard the 
young widow say in a pleasant voice, as she approached. 
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" In summer I make it a rule never to wear any ma- 
terial that costs more than three thalers." 

" You forget, however, my dear," interrupted another 
young lady, very showily attired, whilst a malicious 
glance was cast on the celebrated simple toilette, " that 
you heap a lot of trimming and laces on the cheap ma- 
terial, which at least trebly increase its expense." 

" Bah ! who would think of prosaic thalers in con- 
nexion with such airy drapery as we have here !" cried 
Frank, enjoying the hostile looks which the two ladies 
cast at each other. " One would think it must carry 
the ladies up towards heaven were it not for the golden 
bracelets, the weight of which must assuredly drag them 
down to earth again." 

His eyes were fixed with visible interest on the brace- 
let worn by the young widow, who was seated near 
him. She drew away a little, and a deep red covered for 
a moment her forehead and cheeks. 

" Do you know, Madame," he said, " that your 
bracelet has been occupying my mind for the last haK 
hour ? It is of magnificent ancient workmanship. But 
what principally excites my interest is the curious in- 
scription in the centre of the wreath." 

The countenance of Adele had again assumed its 
natural colour ; her soft eyes were calmly raised, whilst 
she loosened the bracelet and handed it to him. 

At that moment Felicitas was standing behind the 
lawyer. She was able to see at her ease the ornament in 
his hand. Remarkable fact ! it was even in its minutest de- 
tail a similar bracelet to that which the old maid kept so 
mysteriously locked up, and which doubtless had played 
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an important part In the life of the solitary. It differed, 
however, in one respect — it was of much smaller size, 
and barely fitted the wrist of the yonng widow. 

" Daz ir liebc ist &ne Kranc, 
Die hat got zesamme geben 
tJf ein wiinneclichez leben." 

read the lawyer, fluently. " It is a curious thing that 
the beginning of the verse is wanting. Oh ! I remem- 
ber, it is an extract from the Minnesingers, and, in- 
deed, from" the poem, * Faithful Love,' by Ulrich von 
lichtenstein ; in the modern translation this is the 
entire verse : — 

" ' When two are joined in faith so true 
That their fond love is ever new, 
God has them to each other given 
To lead a life that rivals heaven.* 

"This bracelet has, without doubt, a faithful com- 
rade, which is closely connected to it by having the 
beginning of the verse engraved on it," he remarked 
with vivid interest. "Is the other one in your pos- 
session ?" 

" No," answered the young widow, and bent down to 
her work, whilst the ornament passed from hand to 
hand. 

" And where did you get that very remarkable ar- 
ticle, Adele ?" asked the Professor. 

A slight blush again passed over the countenance of 
the young lady. 

" Papa made me a present of it not long ago," she 
answered. " God knows of what antiquity it is." 
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She took the bracelet, and fastened it again on her 
wrist. She then turned to one of the ladies, asked 
some questions, and the conversation returned to its or- 
dinairy qourse. 

Whilst the attention of all was directed to the inte- 
resting bracelet, Felicitas had made the round of the 
table. The visitors had helped themselves without 
paying further attention to her. She returned to the 
kitchen as little remarked as before she left it. At the 
request of little Anna, who was playing on the shady 
path near the house, she stopped for a moment, and, 
with her arm raised, and her head and body gracefully 
thrown back, took hold of one of the branches ctf an acacia 
tree, and endeavoured to break it off for the child. One 
could not easily imagine a more advantageous position 
for a faultlessly formed female figure than that in which 
the young girl stood for a few moments. The lawyer, 
who was rather shortsighted, suddenly took up his eye- 
glass; those two dark eyes, which with evident asto- 
nishment were riveted on the youthful form, were 
sharply observed, and that indeed by the young widow, 
who seemed to be working so diligently. When Felicitas 
had gone into the house, the yoxmg man let the glass 
fall from his eye — he had evidently a hasty question on 
his lips, which he was about to address to Madame 
Hellwig, when Adele suddenly addressed him; she 
asked for some explanation of a circumstance which 
had happened to her during her travels, and thus cle- 
verly led him on to a subject of which he always spoke 
with great pleasure. A short time after she stood up 
quietly, and went over to the garden-house. 
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" My dear OaroKne," she said, entering the kitchen 
" it is not necessary for you to attend over there any 
more. Fill the coffee-pot with hot coffee ; I will bring 
it over and fill it out myself, it will be more pleasant 
for the guests, and, to say the truth, you look wretched 
in that faded calico dress. You should not appear be- 
fore gentlemen in that horrible short gown. It is ab- 
solutely improper. Do you not feel it so yourself, 
ohUd P" 

The gown spoken of so disparagingly, was the best 
the poor girl had — her so-called Sunday dress. It was 
indeed faded and somewhat worn ; but it was faultlessly 
washed and ironed. That she should be reproached for 
that which she had been obliged silently and uncom- 
plainingly to bear, made her smile bitterly. She, how- 
ever, remained silent— any word of apology would be 
not only superfluous but ridiculous. 

When the young widow returned to the lunch-table 
a conversation was in progress which she had done her 
best to prevent. 

" Strikingly beautiful ?" repeated Madame Hellwig, 
with a loud laugh ! " Oh ! my dear Frank, what must 
I think of you. Strikingly, indeed — I agree with 
you in that ; but strikingly, as a maiden should not 
be. Just look again a little closer at her pale face, 
and her wretched hair. Those attractive gestures and 
fipee and easy movements ; those eyes with which she 
stares respectable people straight in the face, are aU in- 
herited by her from a miserable, unrestrained mother. 
Natures will not change. I have learned that. For 
nine long years I have exerted myself to lead back a 
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soul to the Lord. But that untameable creature has 
baffled aJl my endeavours." 

" Oh ! my dear aunt, that is easily understood," said 
the young widow, whilst she poured out the coffee, 
and handed it round. " After a few weeks, however, 
the wicked disturber of your peace is to quit the house 
for ever. I also feared, I am sorry to say, that the good 
seed had fallen on stony paths. No noble trait can cer- 
tainly reside in a soul which has been so unthankful up 
to the present as to have always striven to shake off the 
bonds of moral restraint and good manners. However, 
we, who have sprung from respectable parents, must not 
presume to judge her too harshly — frivolity is in her 
very blood. "When you, in a year and a day, start 
again on your travels, Mr. Frank," she said jestingly 
to the lawyer, " perhaps it may come to pass that you 
may see my aunt's present protegee in a foreign cKme, 
dancing on a tight-rope, or riding in some circus." 

" She has not that appearance," said the Professor 
suddenly, in his calm decisive voice. He had remained 
silent up to that time. His observation, which sounded 
very contemptuous, must have offended in two quarters. 
Madame Hellwig turned stiffly and angrily towards 
her son, and the young widow's features lost for a mo- 
ment their stereotyped expression of mildness. Imme- 
diately after she shook her curly locks, laughing good- 
humouredly, and opened her lips to say, doubtless, 
something kind and friendly, but she was prevented 
from doing so. A loud cry from little Anna was sud- 
denly heard, and when Adele looked round and saw 
what caused it, an exclamation of terror burst also from 
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her Kps. The child was running, as quickly as her 
infirm little body allowed, towards her mother. In 
her right hand, stretched upwards in pain and terror, 
she held fast a box of lucifer matches, but her little 
dress was in flames. We have said that the mother ut- 
tered a cry of anguish, at the same time her frightened 
glance settled on her own easily combustible dress ; as 
if repelling a spectre, with deadly white visage she 
stretched forward her arms to keep the child away, 
and with a wild spring, cleared a low hedge that was 
just behind her. 

The ladies, almost all clad as lightly as herself, scat- 
tered, like a terrified flock of birds, with loud cries of 
terror in all directions. Madame Hellwig alone rose up 
bravely to attempt to save the child, and the two gen- 
tlemen ran towards her ; but they arrived too late. 
Felicitas was already there, she spread out her gown, 
folded it tightly round the burning child, and endea- 
voured to smother the flames : they were, however, too 
powerful. The thin cotton dress of the young girl also 
took fire, which spread rapidly. Promptly making up 
her mind, she pressed the child tightly in her arms, 
flew across the grass, ascended the bank, and threw 
herseK into the mill-stream. 

Deadly danger and deliverance followed each other 
within a very few moments. Before the two gentlemen 
understood the intention of the quickly running girl, 
the fire was extinguished. They arrived on the bank 
just as Felicitas, again standing erect, and holding the 
dripping child on her right arm, was catching hold of 
a branch of one of the overhanging nut trees, in order 
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to prevent herself from being cairied on by the force of 
the water, which was very rapid at that place. The 
young widow appeared on the bank at the same time 
as the gentlemen. 

" My child ! save my little Anna !" she cried in an 
accent of despair* and she looked as if she was about to 
run straight into the water. 

"Do not wet your shoes, Adele, you might catch 
cold," said the Professor, with cutting irony, whilst he 
quickly got down and offered both his hands to Felicitas 
to support her; but he let them sink slowly again— the 
countenance of the young girl, which had been hitherto 
quite calm, suddenly changed ; a deep wrinkle appeared 
between her eyebrows, and her eyes assumed that 
deadly cold, hostile look, with which he was already 
acquainted. Turning away her face, she handed little 
Anna up to him, and then taking the hand of the lawyer 
with a slight smile of thanks, she got up on the bank. 

The Professor carried the child into the garden-house, 
took off her clothes with the assistance of the weeping 
mother, and sought for the supposed bums, but, won- 
derfully enough, she was almost uninjured ; only her 
left hand, from which, as she herself related, with tears 
in her eyes, the fire had originated, showed any mark. 
The little one, whilst her mother was in the kitchen, 
without being remarked, had taken the match-box from 
the fire-place. On lighting one, out in the garden, a 
piece of rag, wound round her thumb, on account of a 
slight cut, had taken fire. She struck it against her 
light dress to extinguish it ; it also became inflamed, 
and thus the calamity was caused. 

k2 
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The terrified ladies all now came up in a body. A 
mixture of lamentations and felicitations to the mother of 
the saved child streamed &om all their tender lips, and 
the " poor angel" was almost smothered with caresses. 

" But, my dear Caroline," said the young widow, 
with a mild tone of reproach, to the young girl, who, 
anxious as to the result of the examination, was stand- 
ing near, " could you not have watched a little more 
carefully over Anna in the garden P" 

The reproach was too unjust. 

" A few minutes before you had ordered me not to 
leave the house," answered Felidtas gloomily, with one 
of her searching looks fixed on the woman, whilst the 
blush of deep vexation, mounted to her cheeks. 

" Oh ! why was that, Adele ?" inquired Madame 
Hellwig, astonished. 

" My God, aunt," answered the young widow, with- 
out the least sign of embarrassment ; " you can easily 
understand the reason when you look at the careless 
way she has her hair done up. I wished to spare her 
and ourselves the bad impression which negligence 
always causes." 

Felicitas raised her hand anxiously to her hair ; she 
knew that she had arranged it with the greatest care ; 
but the comb, which she always foimd great difficulty 
in fixing firmly in the thick mass, had slipped out — it 
lay most probably in the bottom of the mill-stream. 
The magnificent flowing locks poured down gloriously 
over her back and shoulders, still sprinkled with nume- 
rous drops of the water in which she had been im- 
mersed, and which clung to it like pearls. 
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" Is that your entire expression of thanks to the 
delivering hand which has borne your child, uninjured, 
through fire and water?" asked the young lawyer 
sharply. Up to that his eye had rested almost unceas- 
ingly on Felicitas. 

" How can you think so unjustly of me, Mr. Frank!" 
said the young woman, deeply annoyed. " Men indeed 
can never learn to understand the heart of a mother. 
In the first moments it, almost against its will, finds 
fault with those who might have prevented the injury 
to her beloved child, although it afterwards thankfully 
acknowledges that they have atoned for their careless- 
ness by prompt deliverance. My dear Caroline," she 
continued, turning to the young girl, "I will never 
forget what you have done this day. Can I even now 
prove to you how thankful I am !" Quickly, as if 
obeying a sudden impulse, she took off her bracelet, 
and stretched it towards Felicitas. " There, take that 
for the present. I set great value on it ; but for the 
deKverance of little Anna I could freely sacrifice that 
which I most highly prize." 

Felicitas, deeply annoyed, pushed the hands away 
from her which wished to fasten the trinket on her wrist. 

" I thank you," she said, throwing back her head in 
the haughty manner for which the pious people about 
her blamed the actor's child so much ; " I will never 
receive payment for a service performed to one of my 
fellow-creatures ; still less can I bring myself to accept 
of any sacrifice. You yourself say that I have only 
atoned for my carelessness, and therefore, Madame, 
you are not in the slightest degree indebted to me." 
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Madame Hellwig had taken the bracelet from the 
hand of Adele. 

"Do not be fooKsh, Adele !" she said, without paying 
the slightest attention to the proud answer of Felicitas. 
" What could the girl do with such a thing P Give 
her a good, stout gingham gown — that will be more 
useful to her, and will settle the entire matter." 

After the last words the young lawyer advanced 
from the group, holding his hat in his hand, and 
walked towards the window at which Felicitas stood. 

" I find that we are all very cruel to you," he said. 
" In the first place you have been insulted by the ofier 
of a commonplace reward, and then we allow you to 
stand there with your clothes all soaked through with 
water. I will run to the town and get everything ne- 
cessary for you and that little incendiary sent here at 



once." 



He bowed and departed. 

"He is a fool!" said Madame HeUwig angrily to 
the ladies, who looked after him with a badly concealed 
expression of pity on their countenances. 

The Professor, occupied with the child, had not ut- 
tered a word during the debate. Any one standing 
near him must have remarked how red his countenance 
had become from the moment that Adele had offered 
the bracelet to the young girl. He certainly was not 
fitted to be a ladies' doctor. He was terribly disregard- 
less of the whims and caprices of the fair sex. It was 
so natural that they all should be terrified at the ac- 
cident that happened the chUd, and anxious to be reas- 
sured atout her; but the man of science only gave 
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short, dry answers to all their sympathising remarks, 
and even lashed with bitter sarcasm some expressions 
which seemed quite harmless. He at last left the little 
one, wrapped up in a woollen shawl, to the care of ten- 
der hands, and walked to the door. Felicitas had re- 
tired to the farthest corner of the room : there she 
thought she could remain wholly unobserved. With 
her shoulders painfully drawn up, she leaned against 
the wall ; her countenance had assumed an ashy pale- 
ness, and the look of her eyes under her wrinkled brow, 
and her lips, firmly pressed against each other, showed 
unmistaieably that she was physically suffering. She 
had a serious bum on her arm, which caused her lin- 
speakable agony. 

Just as he was about to shut the door the Professor 
cast a searching glance back into the room. He per- 
ceived the young girl; he gazed fixedly on her, and* 
with a few steps stood before her. 

" Tou are in pain ?" he said hastily. 

" I can bear it," she answered, with trembling lips, 
which she again convulsively compressed. 

" Did the flame injure you?" 

"Yes — on the arm." In spite of her sufferings she 
assumed a repelling air, and turned her face towards 
the window. She could not look into those eyes which 
she had hated since her childhood. He hesitated for an 
instant ; but the duty of the physician conquered. 

" "Will you not accept my aid P" he asked, in a low 
and kind voice. 

" I will not trouble you," she answered, with a dark 
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frown ; '^ I can help myself as soon as I return to the 
town." 

" Very well, as yon wish !" lie said coldly. " I mnst, 
however, repiind yon, that for the present my mother has 
a claim on y onr time and service, therefore you mnst not 
allow yonrself to be laid up if it can be avoided." During 
these last words he avoided looking at Felicitas. 

" I do not forget that," she replied more calmly ; she 
felt in herself that this reference to her duty was not 
made for the purpose of himiiliating her, but with the 
evident intention of inducing her to take advantage of 
his medical skill. " I perfectly understand my rela- 
tion to her, and to the last hour you will find me in my 
proper place," she added. 

^' Oh ! is your medical skill also necessary here, 
John?" asked the young widow, entering. 

" No," he said curtly. " But what are you doing 
here, Adele P" he continued, motioning to her to go out. 
** I have already told you that Anna must be kept in 
the open air, and I cannot understand why you think 
it necessary to bring her into this hot, close room." 

He went out through the door, and Adele hastened 
to take up the child in her arms ; all the ladies fol- 
lowed her. At the lunch table sat Madame Hellwig, 
with imdisturbed equanimity. Within the previous half 
hour two human beings had narrowly escaped a horrible 
death. But what was that to her ? It had scarcely 
the slightest eflfeot on her nerves of steel, and still 
harder heart. 

At last Henry arrived with the clothes that had been 
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sent for. He had come so fast that the perspiration 
was streaming from his forehead. 

Eiosa came also with Henry. Felicitas then received 
permission from. Madame Hellwig to return to the 
town. She knew that Aunt Cordula had a most effi- 
cacious cure for bums in her medicine-chest, and there- 
fore hastened up to her, while Henry remained below 
to watch the house. 

Whilst the old maid quickly produced the healing 
ointment, and tenderly bound up the injured arm, 
Felicitas related to her the circumstances of the acci- 
dent. She spoke quickly and with broken accents. 
Physical pain and mental disturbance had put her into 
a state of feverish excitement. Still, however, the 
strong will of the girl conquered her annoyance ; but 
when Aunt Cordula quietly remarked that she should 
not have rejected medical aid, the last barricade, held 
with such trouble, gave way. 

" No, aunt !" she cried, " his hand shall never touch 
me, even if he could save my life. The class from which 
I have sprung is hateful to him. That expression from 
his lips formerly made my childish heart sick unto 
death. I will never forget it. His duty, as a physician, 
allowed him to-day to conquer his prejudices for a mo- 
ment. I will not accept of his sacrifice." 

She stopped exhausted, and an expression of pain, 
caused by the wound, passed over her countenance. 

" He is not pitiless," she continued, after a pause, 
" he refuses himself indulgences on account of his poor 
patients. In another, such voluntary sacrifices — such 
quiet virtue, would move me to tears ; in him, however, 
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it disgusts me, as vice would in another human being. 
I am mean, wanting in nobleness. I feel it, but cannot 
help it. It causes me unspeakable pain and annoyance 
to be obliged to admire anything in him whom I detest 
from the bottom of my soul." 

She next complained of the heartless behaviour of 
the young widow. Whilst she was doing so, that singu- 
lar red mark appeared, but for a moment, under the 
left eye of the old maid. 

" I am not surprised at it," she remarked, " she is 
Paul Hellwig's daughter." In those few words, spoken 
in a low but bitter voice, were contained a stem judg- 
ment. Felicitas listened with astonishment. Aunt 
Cordula had never made an allusion to any of the 
branches of Hellwig's famUy. The news of the arrival 
of Adele she had heard without remark, and seemingly 
with perfect indiflference, so that Felicitas had always 
been under the impression that the relations on the 
Rhine had nothing to do with her former life. 

" Madame Hellwig calls him the chosen of the Lord 
— the unwearied champion of the Holy Faith," said the 
young girl, after a short pause. " He must be one of 
those zealously religious men— one of those gloomy 
fanatics who themselves live with the most unbending 
strictness according to the Commandments of God, but 
judge mercilessly and imrelentingly the faults and 
weaknesses of others." 

A low laugh was heard by Felicitas. The old maid 
had that peculiar expression of countenance of which it 
is often asked: "is she handsome or ugly?" The 
heart-stirring language of female mildness and goodness, 
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of a deeply-thinking mind acts as a mediator between 
the strict laws of beauty and capricious nature — where 
the features are wanting expression fills up the gap. 
But it is this very description of countenance which 
often totally changes when its usual harmony is dis- 
turbed. Aimt Cordula appeared at that moment posi- 
tively ugly ; it was a laugh of scorn, although low and 
subdued, which issued from her lips. Her face, before 
tranquil and mild, became almost like that of a Medusa, 
through the sudden expression of unspeakable bitter- 
ness and contempt which came on it. This manifesta- 
tion, in conjunction with the curious behaviour of the 
old maid, cast, as it were, a weak beam of light over 
her mysterious past, but not a single guiding thread 
was visible in the dark labjointh, and even now she did 
all in her power to erase from the young girl's mind 
the effects of her momentary want of self-control. 

On the large round table, in the centre of the room, 
lay several open portfolios. Felicitas was well ac- 
quainted with the leaves and sheets lying about. There, 
on coarse faded paper, often written in veritable hiero- 
glyphics, shone forth such names as Handel, Griuck, 
Haydn, Mozart, — it was Aunt Cordula's collection of 
the autographs of celebrated composers. When Feli- 
citas entered the room, the old lady was examining 
the papers which, lying for years locked up in the 
book-case, exhaled a strong musty odour. She now re- 
sumed her work, placing the papers back in the portfolio 
with great care and attention. The table was gradually 
cleared, and under the sheets a thick manuscript music 
book became visible. The title-page showed that it 
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contained the. music of an operetta by Johann Sebas- 
tian Bach. 

The old maid placed her hand on the name of the 
composer. " I do not think you know that," she 
said with a melancholy smile. " It has lain, rolled up, 
for many years in the upper shelf of my private book- 
case. This morning aU kinds of thoughts ran through 
my old head, they all whispered me, to put my things 
in order before I go home. This is perhaps the only copy 
of the operetta in existence. It may some day be worth 
more than its weight in gold, my darling Fae. The book 
of words, specially written for our little town, and for 
the most part in the dialect of the neighbourhood, was 
found here nearly twenty years ago and excited much 
attention in the musical world, on account of its being 
supposed to be a work by Bach ; the music, which is 
still sought after, is here. The melodies, which have 
slept in this town for more than a century, are a perfect 
treasure-trove to a musician, especially as they are the 
only opera melodies that Bach ever composed. In the 
year 1705, the scholars of the public school of this 
town, and several of the townspeople performed the 
opera in the old Market-house." 

She turned over the title-page ; on the back of it 
was written in a bold hand : — " This score is in the 
hand-writing of Johann Sebastian Bach, and composed 
by him in the year 1707. — Gotthelf von Hirsch- 
sprung." " And he must have sung in it," she con- 
tinued with a vibrating voice, placing her finger on the 
last name. 

" And how came this manuscript into your hands ?" 
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"By inheritance," she answered almost harshly, 
placing the book again in its red cover. 

In such moments it was quite impossible to continue 
a conversation which the old maid wished to cut short. 
In the appearance and gestures of her small, weakly 
figure, there was something so decidedly repelling that 
only want of tact, or barefaced curiosity, could proceed 
further. Felicitas cast a covetous glance on the vanishing 
manuscript ; the melodies, which no living being knew 
of, except Aunt Cordula, excited her most lively in- 
terest, but she did not dare to ask to see it again ; she 
had never been able to bring herself to touch a second 
time a painfully vibrating chord in the interior of her 
benefactress. 

The old maid opened her piano, and Felicitas went 
out again on the gallery. The sun was about to set. 
Towards the horizon was a brilliant, sparkling, golden 
halo, which dazzled the eye and blended heaven and 
earth together. As the com falls from the hand of the 
sower, purple and golden streaks of light fell on the 
hills and valleys around. Several portions of the land- 
scape appeared in strange forms, never before seen, like 
new thoughts in a human brain. The little village, 
the last houses of which began to creep up the moun- 
tain side, had been already deserted by the departing 
rays, but the steeple of the church, on the brow of the 
hill, was still bathed with light. The calm stillness of 
evening lay around; the perfumes from thousands of 
flowers hovered about, there was not a breath of air to 
bear tHem away; they hung about the branches and 
the leaves weary of the sun. Now and then a beetle 
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flew against the galleiy, or a pair of swallowB seeking 
food for their yonng ones, twittered swiftly past; 
beyond that, all was still, solemnly still. In the silence 
the Dead March of Beethoven sounded more impres- 
sively on the ear, but after a few bars, Felicitas, almost 
terrified, raised her deeply sunk head and gazed back 
on the quarter from whence the sounds proceeded. It 
was no longer the playing of a pianoforte ; a crowd of 
notes, now rising and now dying away like spirit music, 
poured on her soul with a full' significance never before 
perceived by her. The hands, which glided over the 
keys, were weary — weary even unto death, and what 
soimded beneath them were the wing-strokes of a soul 
which wished to free itself for ever. 



CHAPTEE XV. 



The baptism of fire and water had its effect on the two 
recipients. During the night a fever seized on the child, 
and Felicitas awoke the next morning with a violent 
headache. Nevertheless she attended to the tasks im- 
posed on her with her usual attention. Her injured 
arm hindered her but little, as the excellent ointment 
which had been applied to it had taken good effect 
during the night. 

In the afternoon the Professor returned to the house. 
He had succeeded in an operation on a patient's eye 
which no other doctor had ventured to attempt. He 
exhibited that quiet, calm exterior, which apparently 



The Old Maid's Secret. 143 

nothing could disturb from its equilibrium. The healthy 
colour of his face was not in the slightest degree in- 
creased. Ajiy one, however, acquainted with the ordi- 
nary appearance of his eyes, must have been pleased at 
their unusually bright glance. Those cold, iron-grey 
eyes, which seemed made only to sound the secret 
depths of the souls of others, had moments when an 
expression of interior content and warmth streamed from 
them. 

He remained standing at the hall door, and asked 
Frederica, who appeared with a jug of water in her 
hand, how she was. 

" I am all right. Sir," she answered, laying down the 
jug ; " but she over there," she continued, pointing to 
one of the windows, " Caroline, I mean, suffered a good 
deal by the fire yesterday. I hardly closed an eye the 
whole night, she was muttering in her sleep for hours, 
and to-day her face is as red as crimson, and " 

" Tou should have told me that sooner, Frederica," 
interrupted the Professor sternly. 

" I told it to the mistress, but she said that it would 
soon go away. A doctor was never called in for her no 
matter what ailed her, and she always got over it. 
Sickness does not do her much harm. Sir ! Besides 
there's no use in being kind to her," she added apologe- 
tically, seeing his face become dark, " from the time 
she was a little child she was always an obstinate thing, 
and as proud as a king's daughter. God save us, and 
she only a play-actor girl. Oftentimes when I was 
cooking something nice for the mistress I placed a little 
bit of it before her — for I am not altogether heartless ; 
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"but, would you beKeve it? I never could get her to 
touch it, and had to take it away again as I left it. 
You hear how she used to act as a child. I don't be- 
lieve she ever eat half enough since the death of your 
poor father. I am only astonished that she has grown 
so big. It's all pure obstinacy and sinful pride : she 
won't accept any favours — not a single one. I heard 
her with my own ears tell Henry that as soon as her 
back would be turned on this dreadful house, she would 
work till the blood came from her finger-tops, and would 
send the money she earned to your mother till every 
bit of bread she eat here was paid for." 

The old cook did not remark that during her talk the 
blood mounted more and more into the listener's face. 
She had scarcely uttered the last word when he, with- 
out saying a word, immediately walked across the court 
towards the window that had been pointed out to him. 
It was a large, projecting bow- window which belonged 
to the room in which Frederica and Felicitas slept. 
Through the open shutters could be seen naked white- 
washed walls, and a very scanty supply of shabby furni- 
ture. It was the same narrow, wretched room in which 
Felicitas, when only four years old, had been obliged to 
BUJBfer her first mental torture. She now sat at the win- 
dow. The neglected and abandoned one, who would 
not even eat enough of what was given to her as alms, 
and who wished to work till the blood came firom her 
finger-tops in order to proudly shake off every obliga- 
tion — a pride which with true masculine firmness she 
had preserved unshaken amidst the deepest humilia- 
tions : a dauntless soul full of inexhaustible energy, and 
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all that in the young creature who sat there, lovely as 
a child, and apparent in a slumber. Her head, sup- 
ported on her arm placed under it, rested on the win- 
dow-sill, the weather-beaten grey stone of which 
threw out in strong relief the pure white of her skin, 
and the glossy beauty of her hair. Her delicately- 
shaped profile appeared in calm loveliness, with a slight 
expression of pain on it, and her dark eye-lashes fell 
down on her cheeks, covering the eyes which so often 
had sparkled with anger and bitterness. 

The Professor had approached noiselessly ; he gazed 
on her for a moment without moving, and then bent 
down over her. 

" Felicitas !" he said in a mild and pitying voice. 

She started and stared up with astonishment at him 
who was bending over her. Her name, pronounced by 
him, had thrilled through her like an electric shock. 
But rising from the posture of repose in which she had 
been, she suddenly stood up, every muscle braced, and 
looking as if she had to repel the attack of an enemy. 
The Professor pretended not to remark this change. 

" I hear from Frederica that you are suffering," he 
said in the usual quiet and kindly tone of a physician. 

" I feel myself quite well again," she answered con- 
strainedly. " Undisturbed rest always gives me back 
my strength." 

" Hem ! Your appearance, however ," he did 

not finish the sentence, but stretched forth his hand 
to feel her pulse. She recede! a few paces into the 
room. 

" Be reasonable, Felicitas !" he said, still in a calm 

L 
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and friendly voice ; but he wrinkled his brow gloomily 
when he saw the girl standing there motionless, with 
her arms pressed convidsiy^ly against her sides. Despite 
the thick beard it could be seen that his lips were com- 
pressed with vexation. 

" Now, I will no longer speak to you as a physician, 
but as your guardian," he said with a harsh voice, " and 
a£ such I order you to come here." 

She did not look up, her eye-lashes were still more 
deeply sunk on her cheeks, which were covered with a 
burning blush, and her breast rose and sank with the 
interior struggle which she was enduring. She ap- 
proached him, however, silently, with averted counte- 
nance, stretched out to him her hand, which he gently 
took in his. That smaU, delicate hand, hardened by 
work, trembled so much that a look, as of deep compas- 
sion, passed over the face of the Professor. 

" Foolish, stubborn child," he said, with a mild, ear- 
nest voice, " you have again compelled me to act harshly 
towards you, and I could have wished that we might 
get on without further hostilities. Have you then no 
other look for me and my mother but one of unextin- 
guishable hate ?" 

" You can only expect to reap what you have sown," 
she answered with an indistinct voice. She struggled 
to draw her hand from him, and her eyes were riveted 
with a calm, angry look on the fingers which tenderly 
but fiimly held her wrist. 

He now let her hand quickly fall. Mildness and pity 
vanished from his features, he struck with his cane at 
some unoffending blades of grass which were growing be- 
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tween the stones of the pavement. FeKcitas breathed 
freely again. Thus should he be — rough and harsh. ^ 
The pitying tone of his voice was hateful to her. 

"Always the same. reproach," he said at last coldly. 
" Tour overweening pride may indeed have often been 
wounded, but it was our duty to lead you back to more 
moderate views. I can bear your hatred with compo- 
sure when I feel that I and my mother have only acted 
for your good. It may be hard to win her affec- 
tion, that I admit, but she is incorruptibly just, and 
her fear of Grod would not suffer any real harm or in- 
justice to be done to you. Tou are just about to go 
forth into the world to trust yourself to your own exer- 
tions. In your case the greatest possible control over 
yourself will be necessary. How will it be possible for 
you to mix amongst strangers with the false ideas in your 
mind to which you so stubbornly cling? How can 
you ever win the affection of any one with those disdain- 
ful eyes ?" 

She raised her eyelashes and looked him calmly in 
the face. 

'' When it is proved to me that my ideas are contrary 
to morality or to purity of conscience, I will willingly 
part with them," she answered, with her deep, impres- 
sive voice ; " but I know that I do not stand alone in 
the conviction that no man, no matter who he may be, 
has a right to condemn others to mental death ; I know 
that thousands of others feel as I do, that it is most un- 
just and unlawful to deny to a human soul the right of 
elevating itself, because it was its misfortune to be bom 
in a lowly body. I go out confidently amongst man- 

L 2 
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kind because I have faith in them, and hope to find 
those who can understand me. An unfortunate human 
being like me, who has always been obliged to asso- 
ciate with the most humble, has no other weapons but 
her pride, no other support but the consciousness that 
she is God's child, made to his image. I know that in 
His eyes the degrees and barriers of human society do 
not exist. They are the inventions of man, and in pro- 
portion as souls are mean and weak, with the greater 
firmness do they cling to them." 

She turned away slowly and disappeared thrniigh the 
door. He stood outside and gazed after lier, then 
pressed his hat down on his forehead, nii'l walked 
towards the house. No one could know ^^ liai A\as pass- 
ing in that deeply bowed head. One thiug at least 
was certain, that bright glance of his eyes had disap- 
peared ; they now looked dark and gloomy under his 
deeply wrinkled brow. 

The young lawyer and Henry were standing together 
in the hall. The Professor looked up hastily, as if 
waking from a dream, when he recognized their 
voices. 

" Oh ! you have patients in the house. Doctor ?" said 
the lawyer, stretching out his hand to him. " The fire 
has had rather serious results, I believe ; the child, as I 
hear " 

" Has a severe fever," said the Professor drily. He 
evidently did not appear in a humour for further con- 
versation. 

" Oh, Doctor, that's not of much consequence," ex- 
claimed Henry, *' The child is a poor, useless, sick 
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creature, crying the whole day, but when a girl like 
Fae hangs her head, it is enough to make one sad." 

" I have not been able to remark much hanging of 
the head about her," said the Professor in a sharp tone, 
and under his beard it could be perceived that his mouth 
assumed an ironical expression. " Her head sits as firm 
and erect on her shoulders as that of any one else — that 
you may rely on, Henry." 

He walked up the stairs with the lawyer. At the 
top little Anna came running towards them. She was 
bare-footed and in her nightgown. Fever-spots glowed 
on her wasted little face, and her eyes were swollen 
with crying. 

'^ Mamma is away, and Bosa is away, and Anna 
wants water to drink," she cried out to the Professor. 
Shocked, he took her up in his arms, and carried her 
back into the bed-room. No one was to be seen. He 
angrily called the servant-maid. A distant door opened, 
and with a heated countenance, and a frilling-iron in 
her hand, S>osa ran out. In the room an enormous 
white cloud of muslin lay on the table. 

" What are you doing there P How could you leave 
the sick child alone P" he asked angrily. 

" Oh, Doctor, I cannot divide myself in two," said 
the girl, almost crying with vexation. " My mistress 
must, without fail, have a freshly done up dress early^ 
every morning. The washing and ironing takes a long 
time. Making up such a dress is only work fit for a 
black." 

She stopped. The young lawyer broke out into a loud 
laugh. 
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" Oh ! the lady in simple white muslin !" he cried, 
holding his sides, for the gloomy, perplexed visage of 
the Professor appeared to him exceedingly comic. 

" My mistress thought," continued Bosa, in justifica- 
tion, " that little Anna had only a feverish cold, and 
could be left alone, without any harm for half an hour ; 
we gave her playthings into the bed " 

" And where is my cousin ?"" interrupted the Professor, 
roughly. 

" My mistress is gone with Madame Hellwig to a 
missionary meeting, Sir." 

" So !" he stopped her short, and looked vexed and 
gloomy. " Be off and finish that stuff," he ordered, 
pointing to the door from whence she had come. He 
then called Frederica, but the old cook, being up to 
her elbows in a tub of suds, sent Felicitas to him. 

The young girl ascended the stairs. The vivid blush 
of interior emotion still lay on her cheeks, but her eye 
returned the excited look of the Professor coldly and 
calmly. She stood there in a quiet, firm attitude, and 
awaited his orders. 

" Little Anna has no one to care her. Will you re- 
main with her till her mother returns ?" he said at last. 
An attentive ear could observe that he was compelling 
his voice to assume a friendly accent. 

" Willingly," she answered; "but a thought strikes 
me ; her mother does not wish the child and me to be 
together. If you will take the responsibility on you, I 
am ready." 

" Of course, I will do so." 

Without another word she entered the bed-room and 
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shut the door. The young lawyer looked after her with 
sparkling eyes. 

" Fae, curiously enough Henry calls her," he said to 
the Professor, as they were going up the flight of stairs 
leading to the second story, " and I must say the name 
wonderfully harmonizes with her appearance. I must 
candidly confess that I cannot understand how you and 
your mother ever had the courage to send that splendid 
girl down to live with your old cook and the cats in the 
kitchen." 

" Oh ! I suppose you think we should have clad her 
in satins and velvets ?" cried the Professor, more an- 
noyed than his friend had ever before seen him. " And 
•because the house of Hellwig wants a daughter, in your 
opinion her place should be filled up by that Fae, or 
better * Sphinx,' as I call her. Tou have always been an 
enthusiast. You are quite free to make Madame Frank 
of the play-actor's daughter if you wish." His voice 
trembled a little with excitement. "Tou have my 
blessing, as her guardian." 

The fine countenance of the lawyer reddened even to 
the roots of the thick curly hair which clustered over 
his brow. He looked for a moment, confiised, through 
the window out on the market-place — they were now in 
the Professor's room — and then turned round again 
with a smile. 

" As far as I imderstand the feelings of the girl, I 
think she will trouble her head very little whether you 
give her your blessing or not. Her own decision would 
be all that could be necessary," he answered, in a joking 
tone of voice ; " and if you think you frighten me by 
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calling her a play-actor's daughter, you make a very 
great mistake, my dear Professor. You, with your 
principles, could not bear the idea, without terrible 
danger to your nerves, of the mixing of the warm, quick 
blood of the actor's child with the cool steady blood of 
honourable business people. You never could be got 
to agree to such a thing. It would surely, you think, 
disturb the rest of those ancestors of yours in their 
graves." 

He pointed through the open door into the large room 
opposite. In it, on the side wall, hung a long row of 
male portraits, done in oil colours. Stately, comfortable- 
looking figures, with sparkHng diamonds on their 
fingers and in their breastpins. Those were the honour- 
able merchants who had formerly borne the name of 
Hellwig. 

The Professor proceeded into that room. The ridicule 
of his Mend seemed to have no effect whatever on him. 
He crossed his arms on his breast and walked back- 
wards and forwards a few times imder the pictures. 

" They have held their ground without blame during 
their lives," he said, suddenly standing still. " That 
each of them has preserved his honour and dignity 
stainless without interior temptations and struggles, I do 
not believe. Human nature has much prudery. It 
strives with the greatest obstinacy where it must obey. 
All their sacrifices were stones in one solid building, 
and that building is called the 'House of Hellwig.' 
Should they be compelled to know that a descendant of 
theirs comes and with a kick overturns that building as 
if it were a house of cards ? God keep me from doing so ! " 
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It appeared as if with these words he had gained a 
victory over himself, for the curious excitement, which 
Frank had remarked with astonishment, had disap- 
peared when he returned into his own room. 

Felicitas had been sitting about half an hour beside 
the bed of the child when Adele returned to the house. 

" Why are you here, Caroline ?" she asked sharply, 
throwing her parasol on the sofa and hastily taking ofif 
her fine kid gloves. " I certainly did not ask you to 
undertake this service." 

" But I did !" said the Professor with an angry voice, 
suddenly appearing on the threshold of the door. 
" Tour child wanted care, she came out to me bare- 
footed on the stairs." 

" Is it possible ? Oh, Anna, how could you be so 
bold P" 

"Do you really doubt who is in fault, Adele?" 
asked the Professor, controlling himself, but with a tone 
of deep vexation in his voice. 

" My God ! I am so annoyed at that careless 
creature, S>osa, thus neglecting her duty. She had 
nothing on earth to do but mind the child ; but I know 
well if I only turn my back she begins to gape out 
through the window, admire herself in the glass, or 
something or other of that kind." 

"Perhaps at the present moment she is working 
hard at a muslin dress which you niust have ready at 
all hazards by to-morrow morning," interrupted the 
Professor, emphasising each word with cutting scorn. 

She started violently. The most complete embar- 
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rassment appeared for a moment on her ooimtenanoe, 
but she recovered herself promptly. 

" My God ! how stupid she is," she cried, wrinkling 
her fair brow with vexation, " she has misunderstood 
me again. It is not the first time I have suffered from 
her foolishness." 

** Very well," interrupted the Professor, stubbornly, 
"we will take her carelessness for granted; but how 
could you entrust your sick child to the sole care of one 
of whose stupidity you were so well aware ?" 

" John, a sacred duty called me away," answered the 
young widow, casting up her eyes with an angelic 
expression. 

" Tour most sacred duty was that of a mother," he 
cried ; at this moment he was really angry. " I did 
not desire you to come here for the purpose of attend- 
ing missionary meetings, but solely on account of your 
child's health." 

" Oh ! John, if your mother and my father only 
heard you! — formerly your opinions were totally dif- 
ferent." 

" I will not ^contradict you : my own mind, however, 
by careftd reflection, has led me to feel convinced that 
the inmioveably firm basis of all morality consists in 
devoting our entire strength to do well that for which 
Providence has ordained us, and even if you were able 
to bring a hundred pagan children to a knowledge 
of the Lord, it would not justify you in the slight- 
est degree for neglecting the welfare of your own 
daughter." 
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The face of the young widow turned to scarlet, she 
exerted herself violently to regain her composure, and 
at last succeeded in doing so. 

" Do not be too severe towards me, John," she said im- 
ploringly. " Just reflect that I am a weak woman, but 
certainly always try to do my best. If I have been in 
fault, it was caused by my love for your good mother, 
who wished me to accompany her. It will, however, 
never occur again." 

Adele had spoken with the softest tones of her flute- 
like voice, and smilingly offered her hand to the Pro- 
fessor. Wonderful to relate, the solemn man blushed 
like a young girl — almost unknown to himself, he cast 
a timid glance on her who was sitting beside the child's 
bed with eyes sunk down — trembling he took the hand 
offered to him with two fingers, and almost imme- 
diately let it drop again. The two dove-like eyes, 
which had rested beseechingly on his visage, flashed, 
and the face grew pale, but she succeeded in preserv- 
ing her sweet expression of countenance. The young 
woman went over and took the head of her child be- 
tween her hands, and breathed a kiss on the small 
feverish brow. 

"I can now attend to Anna again, and thaiik you 
from my heart for having taken my place, my dear 
Caroline-," she said in a friendly voice to FelicitEis. 

The young girl quickly arose, but the child began to 
weep bitterly, and clung to her arm with both its little 
hands. 

The Professor felt the child's pulse. 
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^ She lias a severe fever, and I cannot permit her to 
be dii^nrbed,'' he said in a cool but firiendlj tone to 
Felicdtas, "Will you complete your sacrifice by re- 
maining here till she &lls asleep ?" 

She sat down silently in her former place, and John 
left the room. At the same time Adele hastened to the 
sitting-room, closing the door after her in rather a vio- 
lent manner. Felicitas heard her walking up and down 
with quick, excited steps. Suddenly a sharp noise, like 
the tearing up of some kind of material, was heard. 
Little Anna started up in the bed and began to tremble. 
The noise was heard again, and was repeated several 
times* 

" Mamma, Anna will be good — she will not do it 
again ! Oh ! mamma, do not beat little Anna !" cried 
the child suddenly, in the most excited manner. 

At that moment Bosa came into the room. The fresh 
complexion of the servant had become pale, and had 
assumed a terrified expression. 

" She is tearing again. I heard her at it from the 
lobby," she said to Felicitas with a look of unspeakable 
contempt. " Be quiet, my love," she whispered sooth- 
ingly to the child. " Mamma won't hurt you. She is 
not coming here again, and she will be good soon." 

A door outside was shut. Adele had gone away. 
E/Osa went into the sitting-room, and returned imme- 
diately with a handful of rags. They were the remains 
of a cambric handkerchief 

" When she gets in a passion she can't contain her- 
self," remarked the servant maid in a whisper. " She 
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tears up whatever she happens to have in her hand, and 
strikes about her without pity. The poor little creature 
there knows that but too well." 

Felicitas pressed the child to her breast as if to save it 
jfrom the outbursts of its passionate mother. Her pro- 
tection, however, was needless. The voice of the young 
widow was suddenly heard again in its bell-like purity, 
gaily chatting with the lawyer whom she met going 
down the stairs, and when she returned to the bed-room 
her countenance was almost more lovely and more 
amiable than ever. The blush of anger still lay slightly 
on her delicately rounded cheeks, giving them, however, 
only an attractive colour ; and who, taking into account 
the entire charming expression of her features, could 
consider the increased brilliancy of her eye as anything 
but the index to the kindly feelings of a beautiful wo- 
man's heart P 



CHAPTEE XVI. 

When Felicitas, at the request of the Professor, resumed 
the care of Anna, she did not dream that she should 
have to continue it for several days. The little child 
became dangerously ill, and would suffer neither her 
mother nor E>osa near her ; only Felicitas or John could 
venture to move her or give her medicine. The torn 
pocket-handerchief performed an important part in her 
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ravings. The Professor listened with astonishment to 
the child's exclamations of fear and anguish, and more 
than once brought the blush of shame and embarrass- 
ment on the countenance of the young widow by his 
searching questions. However, backed up by Eosa, she 
always insisted that the child must have been impressed 
by some horrid dream. 

Felicitas quickly got accustomed to her duty of sick- 
. nurse, although in the beginning it was rendered very 
disagreeable to her on account of her constant inter- 
course with John. But the anxiety for the child's life, 
which she shared with him, made her bear his presence 
better than she at first anticipated. It appeared to 
herself very extraordinary how well she understood his 
ways as a physician. Whilst he appeared quite unfa- 
thomable to others, even to the mother of the child, she 
always knew at once by his manner whether the danger 
was increased or the case became more hopeful, so that 
it scarcely ever required any explanation from him to 
let her know how matters stood. He took his turn with 
her to watch over the child at night, but also in the day 
time he was very often in the room. For hours he sat 
patiently beside the little bed, resting his hands alter- 
nately on the child's brow. At such times she always 
lay still and motionless. There must have been a won- 
derful soothing power in those hands. 

Angry with herself and deeply excited, Felicitas 
endeavoured to shake off the conciliatory thoughts which 
came stealing into her mind, as she sat not far &om him, 
observing him silently. There were stiU the same irre- 
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gular W lines in his countenance, the same rough, 
projecting brow, over which lay carefully brushed the 
thick, coarse hair ; the same eyes, the same voice — all 
that had terrified her in her childhood, but she sought 
in vain for the gloomy, ascetic look which once ha(i 
made the youth's face appear so much beyond his age, 
and so repulsive. A mild light almost appeared to issue 
from his by no means handsome but still intellectually 
shaped forehead ; and when she heard him addressing 
his little patient in soothing accents with an inde- 
scribably mild voice, she could not conceal from herself 
the fact that he understood his vocation in all its sacred- 
ness. He did not watch the unavoidable pains of others 
with coldly-cruel shrugs of his shoulders; he did not 
seek only to deliver the body from destruction — the 
sinking soul also found support in him ; it read sym- 
pathy in his eyes, and received confidence and courage 
from his voice. He had the faculty of speech under 
control, as few men have. Accents and words came at 
his bidding, which moved the heart of the young girl 
like electric shocks. Who at such moments could have 
thought of his ungraceful, awkward movements, of his 
repelling manners in society P He was now a man of a 
fine intellectual appearance, strong in the consciousness 
of great moral power, the ever thinking and combating 
interposer between the two implacable opponents, " Life 
and Death." But whatever thoughts of this kind came 
across her mind, the conclusion was always the same^ 
'^ He feels and thinks humanly ; he pities the helpless 
condition of the lowest of his fellow-creatures ; the out- 
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lawed actor's child has therefore double cause to hate 
him, for he was her merciless oppressor, and prejudiced, 
unjust judge." 

During their present daily intercourse he had not 
onoe addressed her in that mild voice which was so 
hateful to her, and which she always opposed with the 
weapons of haughtiness and disdain. He acted towards 
her with the cold, polite friendliness which he had as- 
sumed from the time of their last conversation at the 
window, and even this was more in the expression of his 
features than in his words ; for, with the exception of 
necessary questions and instructions, he scarcely ever 
spoke to her. He stood in a difficult position with re- 
gard to Adele. At first she behaved almost like a mad 
woman, and wanted right or wrong not to allow Felicitas 
to take her and Eosa's place beside the sick-bed ; it 
required his entire firmness to calm her. She then could 
not be prevented from popping in her curly head, so 
much feared by the child, continually through the door 
in order to listen. Curiously enough, this nearly always 
happened when her cousin and Felicitas were together 
in the sick-room. She wept, and wrung her white hands. 
There is scarcely a human face that will look well in a 
torrent of tears, the result of real excitement caused by 
anguish or pain ; even though poets persist in making 
their heroines charming in their tears. But on her 
pure, rosy, oval-shaped countenance no feature was dis- 
torted ; not a wrinkle appeared ; the tender skin did not 
exhibit a single disfiguring speck, the bright tear-drops 
trickled gently down her cheeks. It was such a com- 
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plete artistic weeping, that a painter could not desire a 
better model for a " Mater Dolorosa." What a contrast 
between hers and that pale visage, wearied with long 
vigils at the child's bed. Every evening she punctually 
appeared in an elegant. night-dress; a cap, trimmed 
with beautiful lace, surrounded her enchanting face, and 
her delicate hands held a prayer-book. One and the 
same verbal struggle took place each time between her 
and the Professor; she always repeated one and the 
same phrase about interfering with her maternal rights, 
and then went off softly sobbing and weeping, only to 
arise next morning fresh as a May rose. 

It was the ninth evening since little Anna fell sick. 
The child lay in stupid unconsciousness ; only now and 
then a slight inarticulate moaning came from her lips. 
The Professor had been sitting for a long time at the 
bed-side, with his hand pressed on her brow. He stood 
suddenly up, and motioned to Felicitas to come with 
him into the adjoining room. 

" You have not slept all last night, and yesterday and 
to-day also you have had no rest, and yet I am about to 
ask further sacrifices from you," he said. " This night 
wiU be decisive. I might now, it is true, leave my 
cousin or Rosa near the child, for she is unconscious ; 
but I want real devotion and thoughtfulness near me. 
Will you stay up thia night also ?" 

" Yes." 

" It will most probably be hours of deep anxiety and 
excitement which you must pass. Do you feel yourself 
strong enough P" 

M 
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" Oh, yes ; I am fond of the child ; and, in short— I 
wilV 

" Have you such a firm confidence in the strength of 
your will ?" His voice assumed again that mild tone. 

" It has never been faithless to me yet," she answered; 
her glance, perfectly calm to that moment, suddenly be- 
came cold and repelling. 

Night came on — a sweet, calm, balmy night of spring. 
The pure, brilliant moonlight bathed the sleeping town. 
In the comer room of the old merchant house it stroked 
with its silver pinions the quiet pictures on the walls, 
and breathed a kind of singular life into them; the 
flowers on the carpet almost appeared to grow up in the 
pale light, and thousands of sparks seemed to dart from 
the glass chandeliers. Within, however, in the sick- 
room a terrible power was hovering above the little bed. 
It assumed more and more sway over the little body. 
The child lay writhing in violent convulsions. The Pro- 
fessor was sitting near the bed. His look rested fixedly 
on the struggling limbs and the poor wasted little vi- 
sage, which was so changed that it could scarcely be 
recognised. He had done everything that lay in the 
power of medical skill or of a human will, and now he 
must wait patiently and powerless, and allow the forces 
of nature to fight the bitter fight to the end. 

The clock outside struck twelve, slowly and solemnly. 
Felicitas, who was sitting at the foot of the bed, shud- 
dered slightly: it almost seemed to her as if one of 
those deeply vibrating strokes must bear off the child's 
soul with it ; and in reality the violently contracted 
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body became more relaxed, the small, firmly-clenched 
hands opened and fell powerless on the bed-clothes, and 
after a few moments the little head also lay motionless 
on the pillow. 

The Professor had bent over the bed, and remained 
fully ten minutes in that position. He then raised his 
head, and whispered, deeply moved, ** I believe she 
is now saved ! '' 

Felicitas stooped over the sick child ; she heard deep, 
regular breathing, and saw the weary little limbs com- 
fortably stretched down. She arose noiselessly and 
went into the next room. She walked over to one of 
the windows, which was wide open. The balmy night 
air, with which a slight cool morning breeze was just 
beginning to mingle, refreshed her; she leaned her 
weary head against the stone window frame, and let 
her clasped hands fall down. On the window-sill stood 
a tea-rose plant; it had but one magnificent fiower; 
doubly pale in the white moonshine, it fell over her white 
brow and shining hair. Her pulse beat with feverish 
rapidity. No wonder. Within, in the warm, close room, 
death had barely passed by a human being. The ten- 
sion on her nerves during the last few hours had been 
terrible. No other sound had struck on her ears but the 
sharp, shrill screams of the child. She had seen nothing 
but the convulsed little body, and the silent, pale face 
of the physician, who only asked for her assistance by 
signs and gestures. Four narrow walls had shut them 
in together ; they had been fellow- workers in a mission 
of charity and mercy, whilst the deep gulf of hatred and 
prejudice lay between them. . 

ii2 
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The hot, dry eyes of the young girl gazed through 
the window at the front of the old Market-house oppo- 
site, lit up by the moonbeams. The statues of the Virgin 
and of St. Boniface at each side of the clock stood in 
their niches with almost the appearance of life. What 
availed their standing there — protecting and blessing ? 
Had not a terrible misfortune occurred just under them? 
The three high windows over there, which were now 
glittering like silver, had on that terrible evening poured 
out the red glow of the lights inside ; and in there, 
where the moonbeams, solitary and harmless, fell on the 
floor, the beautiful wife of the conjuror had bravely 
stepped forth before a crowd of spectators, and stood 
before the threatening guns levelled at her ; but under 
the steel breastplate beat the warm, tender heart of a 
mother ; solitary, in the house of strangers, that child 
now resided, for whom she had exerted herself, until at 
last the six shots cut short her yoimg life. 

John came out from the sick-room, and shut the door 
noiselessly behind him. He went up to Felicitas, who 
was standing motionless at the window. 

" Little Anna is sleeping calmly," he said ; " I will 
stay with her the remainder of the night ; go and take 
some rest now." 

Without waiting for the end of the sentence, Felicitas 
immediately quitted the window, and went silently by 
him in order to leave the room. 

" I think that to-day we should not be such strangers 
to each other," he said with a smothered voice; it 
almost soimded as if he was striving against his will to 
shake off the curse of silence which had been brooding 
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over them. " During the last few days we have served 
together, like two good comrades, with the common ob- 
ject of saving the life of a fellow-creature. Think of 
that !" he added with warmth. " In a few weeks we 
part, never, perhaps, to see each other again. I will not 
refuse you the satisfaction of acknowledging that you, by 
your own strength of character, have rooted from my 
mind many prejudices and wrong ideas which I have 
had regarding you during the last nine years ; in one 
thing only, in your unholy hate and obstinacy have you 
remained the stubborn child which once called down on 
it my strictness and severity." 

Felicitas h6,d again advanced a few steps nearer to him. 
The moonbeams streamed down on her face. As she 
stood there, with her head proudly turned towards him, 
her lips tightly compressed, and her features pale as 
death, something of unrelenting enmity was in her entire 
appearance. 

" In maladies of the human body you first seek for 
their cause, and then form your judgment," she an- 
swered- " You did not think it worth your while to 
inquire into the origin of the so-called malady of the 
human soul, which you wished to cure. You judged 
blindly, without proper examination, and have been 
guilty of as great a crime as if you had, through negli- 
gence, let a patient die. If you tear his ideal from a 
man's mind — a golden future, long dreamed of — he cer- 
tainly will not, in the moments immediately after, be he 
ever so religious and virtuous, fold his hands in meek 
resignation. How much less should you have expected 
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it from a poor child, but nine years old, whose eye was 
ever unweariedly fixed on ,the day when she might see 
her idolized mother again ; in whose soul was no dream, 
no hope unconnected with the certainty of meeting again 
that beloved parent." 

She stopped, but no word escaped the lips of the 
Professor ; he did not even turn his eye towards her. 
At the beginning of her accusation he had stretched his 
'arm forward, as if he wished to interrupt her ; but ac- 
cording as she proceeded his attitude became more 
motionless and attentive ; he did not even once raise 
his hand to stroke his beard, a gesture which he always 
used when listening to any person speaking. 

" Tour father had left me in happy ignorance," she 
continued, after a pause, " but he died, and with him 
Mercy departed from his house. The next morning I 
was at my mother s grave for the first time ; the even- 
ing before I had learned her terrible fate. At the same 
time I was told that the actor's wife was a poor, lost 
creature ; that even the aU-mercifal God would not ad- 
mit her into his paradise " 

*' Why did you not tell me all this at that time ?" 
interrupted John, gloomily. 

On account of the sick child sleeping near them, 
Felicitas had spoken with a hushed voice, which only 
intensified the accent of hate which pervaded it. She 
now continued again in the same low tone, turning her 
beautiful, scornful countenance full on her opponent; 
" Why did I not tell it to you then P" she repeated. 
" Because you had previously declared that the class of 
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men from which I was descended was inexpressibly 
hateful to you, and that lightness and frivolity must be 
implanted in my blood." John put his hand over his 
eyes for a moment. " As young as I then was, and 
although one terribly bitter experience lay behind me, 
I nevertheless felt strongly at that moment that I should 
find no pity — no sympathy. And have you ever had 
pity or sympathy for the actors child?" she asked, 
hastily advancing a step towards him, and emphasising 
her words with unutterable bitterness. " Did it ever 
strike you that the creature whom you mercilessly con- 
demned to the position of a menial, might perhaps have 
thoughts of her own ? Have you not tortured her soul 
thousands of times, when you refused her an opportu- 
nity of elevating herself — of every chance of mental in- 
dependence, — ^when you endeavoured to smother every 
attempt to ennoble her nature, as you would crush down 
rank weeds ? Do you imagine that I should be grate- 
fiil to you for condemning me to hard work, although 
labour, no matter how strict or difl&cult it may be, does 
not humiliate. I work willingly and joyfully ; but what 
I can never forgive is, that you tried to turn me into a 
thoughtless machine, and to destroy in me every atom 
of the spiritual part of my nature, which alone can make 
industry ennoble life." 

" Never forgive, Felicitas ?" 

The young girl shook her head, with almost a wild 
gesture. 

" I must also in that unwillingly yield to you," he 
said with a faint smile, which, although evidently 
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against his will, was singularly melancholy. " I have 
mortally offended you ; and yet, I repeat, I oould not 
and dared not act otherwise." — He walked up and 
down the room a few times. " I must once more probe 
a painful wound in your heart in order to justify my 
motives," he continued quickly. " You are entirely 
without means, and of an origin that is generally looked 
down on. You are, therefore, condemned to earn your 
own bread. If I gave you a higher education, then, 
indeed, it would have been cruel to send you back to 
menial service, and yet that was the only thing I could 
do ; or do you think that any family would ever make 
a play-actor's daughter the instructress of their chil- 
dren P • Do you not know that any man" — ^he stopped 
for a moment, gasping for breath, whilst a deadly 
pallor overspread his iface — " yes, that any man of the 
higher circles, who would unite his life with yours, must 
submit to great and bitter sacrifices ? What a humi- 
liation for your proud heart ! Those are the social 
laws which you despise, but which are obeyed by the 
great majority of mankind, often with the greatest in- 
terior torture and sacrifices, out of respect for those who 
are gone, and because it is their advantage to do so. I 
also must submit to them — it is not written on the brow 
of every one what he suffers interiorly ; those laws 
likewise demand a sacrifice from me — a solitary life.** 

He ceased speaking. A strange feeling thrilled 
through Felicitas at being able to gaze, at that still 
midnight hour, into the secrets of a human heart, which 
had spoken thus almost against its will. He loved, and 
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doubtless some woman to whom lie was far superior, 
according to social laws. Standing before him, with 
hatred and bitterness in her heart, a sad feeling came 
over her. Was it possible that she could feel pity 
towards himP Had she in reality such an unpar- 
donably weak character — she, who but a short time be- 
fore had expressed herself so decidedly : — " If a misfor- 
tune happened to him I would never be sorry !" And 
even now he was not deserving of pity ; why should he 
meanly cross his hands on his breast and relinquish the 
prize, instead of contending for it with the valour of a 
man? 

" Now, Felicitas, have you no reply to me ?" he 
asked, " or do you feel again offended by my explana- 
tion, which I could not avoid giving?" 

"No," she answered coldly. "That is your special 
view of the matter, and there is nothing further &om 
my wishes than to see it changed. You cannot, how- 
ever, on the other hand, prevent me from believing that 
there are noble, unprejudiced persons who can recognise 
an honourable soul and pure mind even in a conjuror's 
daughter. What answer can I make you ? We could 
never come to an end. You stand on the pedestal of 
so-called respectability, bound to it with chains so that 
you cannot fall from it, and I belong to the class which 
you despise. You yourself have said that in a short 
time we must separate, to journey through life on diffe- 
rent roads, perhaps never again to meet each other. In 
our ways of thinking we are even more widely sepa- 
rated. — Have you any further directions to give me with 
regard to our little patient P" 
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He shook his head, and before he had time to utter 
another word, she had quitted the room. 



CHAPTER XVn. 



Little Anna's convalescenoe advanced rapidly ; how- 
ever, Felicitas was not yet free from her duties towards 
her. The little one, formerly a quiet, patient child, 
would become cross and excited whenever she left the 
room ; there was nothing left for Adele but to beg of 
Felicitas to remain with the little girl until she was 
quite recovered. The young widow did this doubtless 
with a lighter heart, as the Professor now seldom or 
never entered the apartment where they were. He 
called in every morning to see how the child was getting 
on ; but this visit scarcely lasted three minutes. He 
often took her in his arms, and carried her down to the 
sunny, sheltered court-yard. With these exceptions he 
was scarcely ever in the house. It appeared as if sud- 
denly a passionate love for the garden had seized on 
him ; the division of his day had become quite different 
to what it had been : he worked early and no longer 
in his room. Whoever wished to consult him was 
sent off to the garden. Madame HeUwig, curious 
to relate, accommodated herself to this whim of his, as 
she called it; and to the great satisfaction of Adele 
made her arrangements so that the principal meals were 
eaten in the garden-house. The old house in the town 
was at times, on this account, stiller than ever ; they 
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often did not return home till ten o'clock at night. It 
sometimes happened that John returned earlier and 
alone. On such occasions Felicitas heard him ascend- 
ing the stairs slowly. Curiously enough a singular 
thing always happened — ^he went almost mechanically 
a few steps in the direction of the sick-room, he then 
stopped suddenly as if recollecting himself, and ascended 
quickly to the upper story. His room was immediately 
over the apartment in which the sick child lay. On 
such evenings he did not sit over his books : for hours he 
walked restlessly up and down. This singular wander- 
ing had something in it which excited the curiosity 
of Felicitas. In her mind she connected it some 
way with the nocturnal revelation which he had made 
to her. 

Anna went asleep usually at eight o'clock every even- 
ing ; then Eosa took the place of Felicitas beside the 
bed. The young girl's only recreation hours then com- 
menced — she always went up to the old maid. Aunt 
Cordula's recent bodily weakness and anticipations of 
death had happily passed away. She was almost gayer 
than before, and spoke, happy as a child, of the near 
approaching time when she could have Felicitas alto- 
gether to herself. She usually did not take her supper 
till the young girl came up. Then the carefully ar- 
ranged tea-table was placed in the portico. She had 
always something nice ready, and several recently pub- 
lished journals awaited Felicitas. During those short, 
happy hours everything seemed to disappear — often to 
her own astonishment — which in recent times had pressed 
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on and tortured her young heart. The old maid never 
spoke of what was going on in the front house. True 
to her resolution, she never sought from Felicitas any 
information on such subjects, and so her immediate vex- 
ations and annoyances passed into the back-ground. 

One beautiful sunny afternoon Felicitas was sitting 
alone with little Anna — the solemn stillness of a church 
pervaded the whole house. Madame Hell wig and the 
young widow had gone out to pay visits, and the Pro- 
fessor had, without doubt, remained in the garden ; for 
there was no sign of life in the room above. The child 
had been playing about for a considerable time, and had 
become tired. She sat down and said : — " Sing a little 
song, Caroline." The little girl was passionately fond 
of listening to her singing. Felicitas had a magnificent 
sweet voice, pervaded by a slight tinge of melancholy — 
the impress of a deeply-thinking mind. The old maid, 
with her extraordinary talent for music, cultivated in 
her youth to its utmost by the best masters, had trained 
this fine voice of hers so excellently that Felicitas sang 
German ballads in a truly classical style. She had 
discovered that she could always soothe the child, in her 
greatest excitement, by singing quietly some plaintive 
melody. Afterwards she would let her voice rise to a 
higher pitch — never, however, when she knew that hos- 
tile ears could hear her. 

" Thou, youthful verdure ; thou, fresh grass !" that 
pensive song by Schumann, now sounded through the 
quiet sick-room with that chaste, subdued expression 
which can only come from the pure soul of a girl. Fe- 



The Old Maid's Secret 173 

Koitas sang the first verse in a low voice, with striking 
simplicity, but when she came to the words, " What 
drives me now from men away ; my pain, that human 
voice can't stay," her voice arose in all its silvery purity, 
like the notes of an organ. At this moment above in 
the Professor's room a chair was not pushed, but dashed 
aside, quick steps hastened to the door, and the ringing 
of a bell resounded shrill and violent through the empty 
house. It was the first time that the study-bell had 
ever been rung. Frederica hurried up the two flights 
of stairs breathlessly, and Felicitas stopped short, ter- 
ribly frightened. After a few moments the old cook 
came down stairs again and walked into the sick-room. 

" The master says that you must not sing any more, 
it disturbs him in his work," she said in a rough, care- 
less tone. " He was as white as chalk, and could heu^dly 
speak with anger. — Why do you do such stupid things ? 
I never heard of such a thing in my life — you sing as 
loud as a man, and such a song, too. I don't know 
what kind of a girl you are. I could sing myself when 
I was young, but not a song like that. You must not 
do such a thing again, Caroline ! Oh, yes ! I nearly 
forgot : the Professor said that you were to bring the 
child for a while down to the court-yard, and walk about 
with her." 

Felicitas hid her glowing countenance in her hands. 
She felt as if she had received a crushing blow. How 
deeply ashamed and humiliated did she feel at that 
moment ! Brave as she was when it was necessaiy to 
defend her convictions, or to speak the truth fearlessly 
to the face of an opponent, she yet was sensitively shy 



174 The Old Maid's Secret. 

with regard to her talents and accomplishments. Al- 
ready the thought that her voice might reach strange 
ears had often closed her lips suddenly, but the idea that 
any one could be annoyed at it never entered her mind. 
And now such had really come to pass. She was con- 
sidered forw8u*d. It was supposed that she wished to 
get herself remarked, and therefore she had been merci- 
lessly punished and humiliated. She could not bear it. 
The grossest acts of injustice and ill-treatment on the 
part of Madame Hellwig had never been able to bring 
a tear from her eyes — but now she wept bitterly. 

A quarter of an hour later Felicitas was slowly and 
carefully wheeling the child's little carriage up and 
down in the court-yard. The feverish red spots on her 
cheeks had gradually disappeared under the influence 
of the refreshing breeze; but it could not wipe away 
from her brow the m8u*ks of gloomy, brooding thoughts. 
Before long Madame Hellwig and Adele returned, and 
at the same time the Professor came down stairs. It was 
evident that he was just about to go out, for he held his 
hat in his hand. The three met in the court-yard. The 
young widow was carrying a large parcel, and after she 
had kissed and caressed the child she pulled off a little 
of the paper that surrounded it, and smiled in a charm- 
ingly arch manner at her cousin. 

" Oh, look, John," she said jokingly, " am I not a 
terribly frivolous woman P As much as my heart is 
steeled against feminine adornments, I still cannot with- 
stand the attractions of a milliner's shop. ' I saw this 
charming table-cloth in a window ; do you imagine I 
could have passed it by P Almost before I knew what 
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I was doing, I had it and this piece of superfine linen 
papered up. Now, good-bye, winter magnificence ! If 
I am conscientious, I must fill up the gap thus left in 
my purse by renouncing several winter dresses. How- 
ever, let it be so ! . A true Grerman housewife cannot 
have her linen-press too fiill." 

John did not answer. He looked past the speaier 
over towards the gate of the court-yard. The poor wo- 
man, whom Felicitas had seen some time before in his 
study, was coming in through it. She appeared to have 
a large bundle imder her cloak, and walked up to the 
Professor in almost a reverential manner. 

"Oh, Doctor! William can see again; he can see 
now as well as any one !" she said ; her voice trembled, 
and a gush of tears came from her eyes. " Who could 
ever have hoped for it ! What an unhappy man he was, 
and how wretched also were we all ! He can now earn 
his bread again ; and when my time comes, I can go 
calmly to my rest, knowing that I am not leaving a 
poor helpless son behind me. Oh ! Doctor, 'all the trea- 
sures of the world would not be too much for you ; but 
we are poor people, and never could properly repay you 
all you have done for us. Do not be angry. Sir. I 
thought that at least a little trifle " 

" What do you mean ?" cried John, harshly, retreat- 
ing a step. 

During her last words, the woman had thrown back 
her cloak ; a large bird-cage and a roll of linen made 
their appearance. 

" You were so pleased with the singing of our night- 
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ingale whenever you came to our place," she continued ; 
** if you put it in a neat Kttle cage, it will be so nice for 
you to bring back with you to Bonn when you are going, 
Sir. And this piece of linen, it is not fine, but strong 
enough, for I wove it myself. If Madame Hellwig wanted 
to make some good napkins " 

" Is it not very wrong of you, my good woman, to 
deprive your husband of his bird ?" said the Professor 
in a stem voice. His eyes could scarcely be seen, so 
much were they overshadowed by his angrily wrinkled 
brow. " I cannot bear birds — I detest them ; and do 
you imagine that it is your business to keep our linen 
in order ? Pack up your things at once, and be ofif 
home." 

The woman stood before him, struck dumb with con- 
fusion. 

" You might have spared both yourself and me, Mrs. 
Walter," he said in a milder tone. ** I have repeatedly 

told you that you should not bring anything to me. 

Now go, and bring my kindest regards to William. I 
will call in to see him again to-morrow." 

He stretched out his hand to her, and then helped her 
to draw her cloak over the objects of her unfortunate 
expedition. She curtsied, with her eyes bent to the 
ground, and departed. Madame Hellwig and Adele 
had been silent spectators of the scene. The visage of 
the former assumed an expression of silent contempt, 
and once or twice it seemed as if it was with difficulty 
that she restrained herself from interfering. 

" Now, John, I must say that I do not understand 
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you," she said in a vexed tone of voice, when the woman 
had taken her departure. " When I consider what your 
studies have cost, I think you should not refuse any fees 
that are oflfered to you. The idea of bringing you that 
bird was, I acknowledge, stupid. I could not bear its 
singing in my quiet house ; but you certainly might 
have taken the linen. Linen is not a thing that should 
be thrown out of the window." 

" Oh, aunt, was it not a pity he did not keep it ?" 
said the young widow. " Only think, John," she con- 
tinued, turning her mild eyes full on him, " this very 
morning we have discovered a very wretched, but hon- 
est family; the poor children had no under-garments 
beneath their miserable little dresses. It grieved me 
very much. Aunt and I were thinking of getting up a 
oellection for them. If you had taken the linen, I would 
have begged it from you, and you should have given it 
to me; I would have taken no excuse. It would have 
made such splendid shirts for the children. I could have 
made them myself " 

" Oh I what a depth of Christian mercy !" interrupted 
John, with a loud laugh. " What belongs to one poor 
family must go to reKeve the miseries of another. And, 
as the promoter of this magnificent work of charity, you 
stand with the halo of womanly kindliness around your 
head!" 

" You are wicked, John," cried Adele, deeply vexed 
" I give very willingly " 

" But what you give must not cost yourself anything 
Adele," he continued in bitter irony. "Why, then, does 
not the true German housewife take something from her 

N 
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own full linen-press? — this quite superfluous piece you 
have here, for example." He stretched his hand towards 
the roll of linen which she had on her arm. Both ladies 
started back as if he was about to make an attempt on 
the life of the young widow herself. 

"Now, John, you are certainly exceeding the bounds 
of a joke !" she said angrily. " What ! this beautifully 
fine piece of linen !" 

John turned to his mother without seeming to mind 
the vexation of his cousin. " I have been obliged to 
listen to your reproaches," he said, " that I do not set as 
great a value as I ought on the fruits of my very expen- 
sive studies. I can only assure you that I am practical, 
and consider it a duty of man to earn his bread ; but, 
on the other hand, I have a very high opinion* of my 
profession. It leads one much farther than any other 
course of life — ^that of the clergyman not even ex- 
cepted — on the wide territory of human misery. I will 
never belong to that class of doctors, who with one hand 
raise a poor patient from his bed of pain in order to 
plunge him into misery with the other, by making him 
pay them the last penny he has in the world." 

He had until then been quite heedless of the presence 
of Felicitas. Now his eye glanced almost unconsciously 
towards her ; but he let it rest for a moment on that 
countenance, which seemed beaming with intense satis- 
faction. For the first time their four eyes met, seeming 
to understand each other ; indeed, only with the rapidity 
of lightning, for the young girl cast hers down con- 
fusedly, and John pressed his hat over his brow, with 
almost a passionate gesture, so deep that his excited 
countenance was nearly concealed by it. 
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" Now, as far as I am concerned, that is your own 
aflEair; John ; you can act as you wish," said Madame 
Hellwig coldly. " Your grandfather, however, would 
not have agreed with you in such opinions. Medical 
practice is your business ; and in ' business matters,' he 
used to say, there should be no sentimental nonsense." 

She turned her severe figure towards the door of the 
court-yard. Adele followed her, walking beside the 
Professor, and pressing her parcel, almost lovingly, to 
her heart. When they had entered the house the latter 
looked back once more. Felicitas had just lifted little 
Anna from her perambulator, in order to carry her up 
and down, at her own request, in her arms. One could 
almost have imagined that her slender, graceful fomi 
would have been broken across when she lifted up the 
little girl, who clasped her arms round her neck, and 
hung from her with her whole weight. The Professor 
went back again to the court-yard. 

" I have already ordered you several times not to carry 
the child ; she is much too heavy for you !" he said to 
her, seemingly much displeased. " Did Frederica not 
tell you that you were to get Henry to help you ?" 

" No ; she must have forgotten to do so. Besides, 
Henry is not at home," 

John took the child from her arms and placed her 
again in the perambulator. The expression of his 
visage was more severe and gloomy than ever. At any 
other time Felicitas would have turned her back on 
him with disdain, but to-day she had been the cause 
of this ill-humour ; she had interrupted the earnest and 
deep study of the physician by her singing, and had, 

n2 
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most probably, driven from his head some clever idea 
that he had been working out. There was no help for 
it ; no matter how vexed or angry he was, she must at 
any peril free herself from the load that was pressing on 
her soul ; he must hear that she had done it uninten- 
tionally. In one respect the moment was favourable 
to her, it not being necessary for her to look him in 
the face, as he was leaning over the little carriage and 
speaking to Anna. 

" I am exceedingly sorry for having interrupted 
and annoyed you by my song," she said, with hesita- 
tion. That sweet, entreating tone of voice, which he 
had never before heard from her, had an extretordinaiy 
effect on him ; he started up and cast a searching glance 
on her countenance. " Believe me," she continued im- 
pressively, " I had not the slightest idea that you were 
in the house." 

The word * sorry,' perhaps, awakened the remem- 
brance of the tears of Felicitas in little Anna. " Wicked 
uncle ! you made poor Caroline cry," she cried, scold- 
ingly, to him, and shook her little clenched hand at 
him. 

" Is the child right, Felicitas P" he asked hurriedly. 

She avoided answering the question directly. " I was 
very unhappy in my mind " 

" Lest any one should suspect you wished to let your- 
self be heard," he interrupted, whilst a fleeting smile 
passed over his face. " Ease your mind as to that. 
Whatever I may think of your revengeful and wick- 
edly vindictive feelings, I certainly cannot accuse you 
of a desire of pleasing, however I might wish to do 
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80. I sent word to you to cease singing, not simply 
because you were disturbing me, but because I am not 
capable of listening to your voice. It has more effect 
on me than I can express." 

Felicitas shook her head with a smile. 

" Now, that is reasonable. Moreover, I will tell you 
something." He bent his head and gazed firmly and 
searchingly into her eyes. " Tour to-day's singing has 
revealed to me a carefully-concealed secret." 

Felicitas was terribly frightened. He had got on the 
track of her intercourse with Aunt Cordula. She felt 
thai: her face was red as crimson, and she looked at him 
with painful embarrassment. 

" I know now why you have rejected every further 
assistance from us for the future. Our arms cannot 
reach to the sphere in which you intend hereafter to live 
and work. You wish to go on the stage." 

" You are mistaken !" she answered, with decision 
and evident relief. " Even if I considered it one of the 
noblest tasks — that of presenting the creations of great 
minds to my fellow-creatures — yet the. courage to do 
so is utterly wanting in me. I am exceedingly shy of 
publicity, and from sheer want of confidence in myself 
could never hope to rise above mediocrity. Besides, 
thorough musical knowledge is indispensable for such a 
calling, and that I shall never possess." 

" That lies altogether in your own power." 

" For that very reason, then. I have always thought, 
even as a child, that music is a thing which cannot be 
learned like reading or writing, but that the gift must 
descend direct from heaven on us, and I will not lay 
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aside those ideas of my early life. That that which can 
move me to tears, and arouse my enthusiasm more than 
anything in the world, should rest on stiflp, pedantic 
laws, and be set down on paper with a crowd of thick, 
ugly notes, which must be counted — even the thought 
of it robs me of all enjoyment." 

" There again we have the key-note of your nature, 
which rebels against everything that is called law or 
order," he said sarcastically, although he followed with 
evident interest her singular definition of music. " So 
my conclusion was false, and your vert/ apparent em- 
baxrassment quite unnecessary," he said sharply, after a 
pause. "Your secret must be a remarkable one. I 
would almost feel inclined, by exerting my power as 
your guardian, to insist on your informing me of your 
intended plan of life." 

" It would be in vain," she answered, calmly and de- 
cidedly. " I would not speak. You yourself have left 
it free to me, at the end of two months, to do what I 
wiU." 

" Yes, yes ; the fault unfortunately has been com- 
mitted," he said excitedly. " But I must say that I 
consider it, to say the least, very rash, at your age, to 
decide on your future destiny without the advice of 
some experienced person. I put the case — ^the sub- 
ject in question is the most important step in a woman's 
Hfe " 

" In such a case my guardian is the very last on 
whose advice I could rely !" interrupted Felicitas, with 
a flaming countenance. " Already I must have been 
bound to a hateful, unprincipled man if I had not pos- 
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sessed tlie rashness to decide for myself. You would 
have said ' yes,' and ' amen/ to that so-called proposal 
of Wellner, if I had been weak enough to have let my- 
self be frightened into it by former bad treatment and 
threats !" 

This reproach cut like a double-edged sword, for it 
was a just one. John bit his lips — his eyes were cast 
down for a moment confusedly on the ground. 

" I had, indeed, desired to perform the task imposed 
on me by my father in the best possible manner," he 
said after a painful pause, and his voice had not its ac- 
customed firmness. "It was an error, but one not 
stubbornly persisted in, as you know. When, without 
farther examination, at the advice and testimony of my 
mother, I gave my consent, I was far from intending 
to influence your decision by persuasion, much less by 
severity. Moreover, my words, just before that, were 
the last attempt I made to exercise my right as a guar- 
dian," he continued, not without bitterness. " I must 
leave you to your fate. You go to meet it joyfully and 
fuU of hope." 

" Yes," answered Felicitas, with sparkling eyes. 

" And do you believe that you will be happy in your 
new relations ?" 

" As certainly as I believe in a happier life beyond 
the grave." 

At his last question he had allowed one of his mo- 
mentary searching glances to rest on her, such as he 
was accustomed to cast on his patients ; as, however, the 
expression of her features, became by degrees more 
happy, he turned his head away, as if offended or an- 
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noyed. He did not utter another word. He shook 
hands with little Anna, lifted his hat slightly to Feli- 
dtas, and went slowly back into the house. 

On the same evening Bosa was sitting in the servants' 
room. A light blue, gauzy material was lying on her 
lap, and she was working her needle with almost fever- 
ish haste. Frederica was keeping her company. The 
lady's maid found herself compelled to work till after 
midnight, and the excellent idea had struck the old 
cook to make a * stiff' pot of coffee in order to keep 
them awake. 

Ten o'clock had struck a considerable time before Feli- 
citas had gone into the bed-room to seek repose ; but the 
unceasing chatter of the coffee-drinkers, sitting opposite 
each other, made it impossible for her to remain in the 
warm, close room. She opened the window, and sat 
down on the window-sill ; then, placing her folded hands 
on her lap, she gazed out into the court-yard. In the 
rooms of the first and second stories candles were still 
burning. Through the windows long streaks of light fell 
on the pavement, and a few feeble rays were cast on the 
walls of the back house, but the remainder of the large 
quadrangle was only lit by the feeble glimmer of the 
starry sky. Unchanged, as in long past years, its 
figures, cut in stone, looked down on the court-yard, 
which old legends had peopled with terrific ghost- 
stories — with the shades of those who in life had been 
noble knights and stately merchants, distinguished 
ladies and honoured housewives. The brightness of 
their eyes was now extinguished, and their bones were 
mouldering to dust ; but the great teachings of nature, 



The Old Maid's Secret. 185 

which all must yield to, remained unchanged. Gene- 
ration after generation had opened their eyes and closed 
them again, and what lay between was the struggle for 
a piece of earth, for titles or for dignities ; for full mo- 
ney-chests, or for magnificent attire. Some trait of 
character, having an influence on the world, now and 
then shone forth — the greed of power seeking to crush 
down other human beings in the dust and to place the 
foot on their necks ; and where exterior appearance and 
the force of their own minds did not suffice, they then 
clothed themselves with the garment of sanctity. No- 
thing has been more twisted and distorted for worldly 
purposes than God's Word ; no greater sins have ever 
been committed than in God's name. 

Whilst such thoughts were flitting through the girl's 
brain, the hoarfee voice of Frederica alternated with the 
sharp soprano of the lady's maid in lively conversation. 

"Yes!" cried Rosa, suddenly laughing aloud, "my 
mistress fell out of the clouds when the Professor re- 
turned this evening, and said that he was about to make 
an excursion to the Thiiringer Wald the day after to- 
morrow, with several ladies and gentlemen. He on a 
pleasure excursion — good heavens ! In Bonn he sticks 
over his books from one end of the year to another ; 
goes to see his patients, and to the University — ^that is 
all. No balls— no dinner parties. It's awful. I can't 
bear such austerity in a man." 

" For shame ! Rosa," said Frederica, in a scolding 
tone ; " if your mistress only heard you." 

" Every thing has its bounds. In the seminary he 
Was just the same. He would rather not have eaten 
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and drank than not be holy and godly ; and then none 
of his fellow-students conld bear him." 

" Men are so wicked, they can scarcely bear him now 
either." 

" Oh, no ! he is idolized now. How he manages it I 
don't know ; but his pupils swear by him, and as for 
the ladies, it is downright shameful — they would kiss 
his hands if they only could get him to write a recipe 
for them. My mistress is just as bad about him. If 
he were only good-looking. But he is such an ugly 
man, with his red beard and rough manners. I'd like 
to see him come near me, the bear ! He cures every- 
thing with roughness. My mistress, for example, 
was lying down in hysterics; he walked up to her, 
looked at her, as if he would bore her through with his 
piercing eyes, and said, *Come, Adele, collect your- 
self — get up at once ! I have to go out for a few mo- 
ments. When I return you must be sitting on that chair, 
dressed; have you understood me?' And when he 
came back there she was sitting — ^the hysterics all 
gone. But isn't it shamefiil to treat a lady in her posi- 
tion in such a way ?" 

" He should, indeed, have been more polite," remarked 
the old cook. 

" He tyrannizes over her terribly. Her whole delight 
is to dress herself well. Now, Frederica, we have in 
Bonn wardrobes full of dresses, all in the newest fashion. 
But because Mr. Grizzly Bear is always preaching about 
simplicity, my mistress never dares to appear before 
him in any of her beautiful costumes. Muslin, nothing 
but muslin ! If he only knew how much those white 
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things cost ! He wished also, right or wrong, that the 
poor lady should remain at home the day after to-mor- 
row on account of little Anna ; but the rest of the party 
insisted on her going, so what could he do ? Her blue 
dress will look lovely on the excursion. Don't you think 
so, Frederica?" 

. The disclosures of the garrulous lady's maid caused 
a painful impression on Felicitas. She stood up from 
the window-sill in order to go into the servants' room ; 
perhaps her presence there might prevent further com- 
mimications, which certainly should not be made to 
strange ears. Without any particular object in view 
she glanced again towards the side building. She started. 
The lamp in the sitting-room of the second floor cast its 
light also out into the long corridor, which led towards 
the staircase leading to Aunt Cordula's residence. The 
two first windows were lighted with tolerable brightness; 
the badly white-washed wall, from which old brown 
beams protruded, could be plainly seen. Along this wall 
glided a fomn — not, however, a transparent, spectral 
shadow. He it was whom the lady's maid had said was 
so plain-looking. Felicitas saw distinctly the powerful 
lines of his head; his long, thick beard and his muscular 
body, which, indeed, in its shape or motions, could lay no 
claim whatever to elegance. Mechanically and carelessly, 
his hand stroking his beard, he walked along the entire 
length of the corridor, even to the last window, which 
looked out from the lobby with the painted door, and 
behind which the distant lamp cast but a very feeble 
glimmer : he then turned back. He was taking, doubt- 
less, his nocturnal walk ; and whilst Adele and her child 
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were sleeping in the room below his, he silently wan- 
dered through the lonely, remote corridor. What urged 
him to such restless motion ? Was he working out some 
medical prol)lem, or was the image of the absent one, 
for whose sake he must lead a * solitary life,' hovering 
before his eyes ? 

Reflecting thus, Felicitas shut down the window, and 
drew closely the faded old green curtains, which for 
long years had faithfully guarded the dreams of all the 
cooks of the old Merchant-house. 



CHAPTEE XVIII. 



Out in the garden the grass had been mown a few days 
before on the large grass-plot overshadowed by the nut- 
trees. A strong, refreshing breeze was blowing over 
the hay-cocks, on one of which little Anna was com- 
fortably stretched. Felicitas was leaning against the 
largest of the nut-trees; it had always been her favourite. 
She had often climbed up into it when a child, and not 
only the garden beneath, but the whole wide world, had 
appeared to her strewn with flowers. Her eye glided 
up from the grass to the thick foliage, from out of which 
the strong branches spread themselves in fantastic shapes 
all around. Within, under the rough bark, were also 
the pulsations of life ; it ascended and streamed on even 
to the ends of the delicate twigs and leaves which it 
cast forth as feelers into the world. They trembled in 
every breath of air ; started up, as if enraged, when the 
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rough wind attacked them, and sank down tranquilly 
beneath the soothing sun-rays. But, however they trem- 
bled and sighed and rustled above there, the stem stood 
unmoved, like the human being leaning against it. 
But how easily might she be broken down, like the same 
tree, if the impetuous storm of fate burst on her head ! 
Was not that solemn thought, which entered the 
young girFs head as she stood leaning against the nut- 
tree, justified by circumstances P That young creature, 
so self-reliant, so tender and deep in her sentiments, 
had borne storms which would have cast down thousands 
of others of her sex in the dust. Perhaps that gloomy 
reflection sprung from some imknown fear — from the 
mysterious foreboding of some hidden danger under 
which her will of iron might be obliged to give way. 
How little are we able to imderstand the operations of 
our own souls ! We have ideas of them more erroneous 
and farther from the truth than could ever come into 
the mind of an impartial observer. It is only when 
sudden catastrophes have passed away that we know we 
had felt and been conscious of their approach. 

Two days had passed since the departure of John and 
Adele. The former had mounted into the carriage with 
an expression of countenance and a gesture as if he was 
endeavouring to shake a heavy weight from his mind, 
which he woidd willingly and with joy leave behind in the 

little town of X . In the hall he had shaken hands 

with Henry and the old cook, but he had passed 
Felicitas by, slightly raising his hat, strange and calm, 
as if her mouth had never addressed a bitter word to 
him — as if he did not know the eyes which had so often 
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enraged him by their defiant gaze. That was right and 
reasonable, thought Felioitas, with tightly compressed 
lips ; he was then as he should be. The young widow 
had taken her seat opposite to him. She had glided 
through the hall like a fairy, supported on blue clouds, 
and her visage beamed with such hopefulness, under her 
Italian straw hat, that it was evident she had made u[) 
her mind to bring back a long-desired happiness witli 
her fix)m the excursion. 

It was the second afternoon which Felicitas had been 
allowed to spend alone in the garden with little Anna ; 
they were not only peaceful hours, but also plejtsant 
ones. The neighbouring garden, separated only by a 
hedge from that belonging to the Hellwigs, had a short 
time before come into the possession of the Frank 
family. The day before the young lawyer had ex- 
changed a few words with her across the hedge, in his 
pleasant, friendly manner ; and on the day in question 
an old lady, dressed in black silk, and whose handsome, 
good-natured face was encircled by a white cap, had 
stopped and spoken with her. It was the mother of 
young Frank. She lived quite retired, devoting herself 
entirely to her husband and only son, and was highly 
esteemed in the town. Having heard of the approach- 
ing departure of Felicitas from the Hellwigs, she had 
oflFered her advice, and promised to assist her to her 
utmost— an imthought of ray of light in the life of the 
despised actor's child. And, notwithstanding all this, 
Felicitas was leaning against the old nut-tree, absorbed 
in deep meditation. Above her the breeze was murmur- 
ing through the thick foliage. She smiled sadly; in 
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its whisper it seemed ba if she heard the sounds of 
an invisible spirit. Her early youth, trampled, as it 
were, under foot, passed through her mind, and now 
the soft murmuring sounded almost like a sad prophecy 
that she was called on to combat and to suffer even to 
the last. That destiny at this moment was striding on 
to crush her weak life-hopes she did not hear. 

Henry, a few moments before, had entered the gar- 
den. At first it appeared as if he was mbout to hurry 
towards Felicitas, but then he disappeared behind a wall. 
He now approached slowly. With the first glance on 
his broad, honest, but terribly disturbed visage, the 
young girl knew that he was the bearer of evil tidings. 
But with regard to whom ? She rushed towards him, 
and took his hand with an anxious expression. 

** Tes, little Fae, I cannot help it ; you must be told 
it now," he said in a smothered voice, whilst he passed 
his large hand over his heated brow, and turned away 
his eyes. " Tou see, poor thing, that's the way things 
go in this world." 

" Go on ; tell me more," she interrupted hoarsely, 
almost with a scream ; she then clenched her teeth con- 
vulsively. 

" Oh ! God help you ; if you take it that way, how 
can I tell it to you P Poor Aunt Cordula " 

" Is dead !" she interrupted, almost with a yell. 

"Not yet, Fae, not yet; but indeed almost as bad. 
She can no longer recognise any one — the stroke has 
almost killed her. Oh ! my God, and she had not a 
soul with her. The woman that attends on her found 
her in the bird-room, lying on the fioor. She had been 



192 The Old Maid' 8 Secret 

just feeding the poor little things." He could not con- 
tinue, but began to weep like a child. 

For a moment, Felicitas stood as if transformed into 
ice : the last drop of blood had departed from her 
white visage. She pressed mechanically her small hands 
against her throbbing temples, but no tear came firom her 
eyes. Only for a moment did an unspeakably bitter 
smile play on her lips. She then took up her hat, which 
was lying on a heap of hay; with terrible calmness 
called Rosa, who was sewing imder the acacias, and gave 
the child into her care. 

"Are you imwell?" asked the lady's maid. The 
statue-like appearance, the frightful calm of the snow- 
white face of the young girl terrified her. 

"Tes, she is sick," said Henry, answering for Felicitas, 
who was quickly walking towards the garden-gate. 

" Fae, mind yourself," he said, following her quickly : 
" the mistress is with her. It is well the poor old lady 
does not know it ! Dr. Bohm has left. He could do 
nothing. And at such a time — at such a time ! Ton 
axe, indeed, a child of misfortune !" 

Felicitas did not hear what he said ; the words passed 
through her ears without being imderstood, just as her 
eyes saw the people whom she passed in the streets. 
Without being seen by Frederica, she entered the house 
and ascended the stairs. In the attic lobby she threw 
her hat into a comer. The door of the bird-room was 
partly open ; wild singing and chirping was heard j&x)m 
it. How well had this door been formerly guarded, so 
that none of the inmates might escape. Now Felicitas 
passed in without thinking of closing it. The poor 



The Old Maid's Secret 193 

deserted little creatures might henceforth seek their 
food imder God's free heaven — ^their henefaotress was 
gone. 

She entered the sitting-room. From the adjoining 
sleeping apartment sounded the hard, monotonous voice 
of Madame Hellwig, instead of the language of music, 
or the sweet accents of the singularly soft feminine 
tones, which for years had heen almost the only soimds 
heard in it. The tall lady was reading aloud one of 
those old, coarsely written hymns, which had heen com- 
posed in times long past, and had been suited to the 
low state of education which had then prevailed — trough, 
inharmonious verses, full of common ideas ; well fitted, * 
indeed, for the ears of a dying woman, whose whole life 
had been devoted to the really beautiful ; who had given 
utterance to her devotion to God only in language that 
came directly from His spirit— in the poetry and in the 
music of inspired masters. 

Noiselessly as a shadow Felicitas glided into the room 
of death. Madame Hellwig continued reading, without 
'perceiving her. There, imder the white curtains of the 
bed, which lightly rose and sunk in the draught caused 
by the open window, lay an ashy pale visage. Oh ! 
how terrible is death which displays that, whiish we can 
never again see in this world, so fearfully to our eyes, 
that we must almost look with a nameless fear on fea- 
tures in which we were accustomed to read the trusted 
language of love and the impress of a soul closely relat- 
ed to our own. 

The simken eye-lids were not yet altogether closed. 
The eyes moved restlessly about, and a slight gurgling 
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aoGompanied the heavy breathing ; now and then she 
raised her right arm and let fall again her distorted, 
powerless fingers on the bed-covering. What a terrible 
spectacle for Felicitas, from whom the last ray of human 
love was ebbing away in that poor life ! She went up 
to the bed. With boimdless astonishment Madame 
Hellwig raised her eyes from the hymn-book, and stared 
at the deadly pale, tearless visage which bent down over 

it. 

" What do you want here, you intrusive creature ?" 
she cried in a loud, harsh voice, lifting her long hand, 
and pointing with a commanding gesture to the door. 

Felicitas did not answer ; but the interruption of the 
monotonous reading appeared to have an effect on the 
dying woman. She seemed to endeavour to fix her dim 
gaze : it rested on Felicitas. A joyful recognition 
might be perceived in her glance ; her lips moved a 
little, at first indeed without result. There was a name- 
less agony in that effort to make herself understood ; 
but at last the powerful will of her soul conquered, and 
compelled the half-dead mechanism of the body to come 
to its service once more. " Fetch a magistrate !" 
sounded from her lips in a singular, gurgling tone, but 
distinctly audible. 

The young girl left the room at once — ^there was not 
a moment to lose. She flew through the sitting-room, 
but at the moment she was passing the bird-room, Feli- 
citjts felt herseK seized behind by a strong hand, a vio- 
lent shove sent her into the middle of it, whilst the 
door was shut and bolted outside. A truly infernal 
noise surroimded her within there. The birds fluttered 
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about, and screamed in the greatest terror. Felicitas 
had been thrown on the floor ; in falling forward she 
had caught hold of one of the fir trees which grew in 
the middle of the room, and pulled it to the ground 
with her. What had happened ? She arose and threw 
back her hair, which was falling dishevelled over her 
taefd.. She had seen no one, heard no footstep, and yet 
a human being had come behind her, and with the 
strength of a demon had overpowered her in a moment, 
when she was about to obey the will of a dying person, 
and when she considered that the least delay would 
cause the most terrible responsibility to rest on her. 

She rushed to the door, but it was firmly fastened : 
her knocking and rattling of it was mingled with the 
frightful noise made by the birds. The excited little 
fiTiiTTiftlfl continued to scream and dash themselves against 
the walls in their wild flight, and they only became 
quiet when the girl, in silent despair, let her arms sink 
down by her sides. Who would open the door for her ? 
Certainly not the hands which had closed it on her. 
She knew that grasp of iron but too well — they were 
the same hands which had just been holding the hymn- 
book. They had thrown it from them in order to com- 
mit an act of violence, and now the fearful woman was 
again sitting by the death-bed, reading on with her 
monotonous, immoved voice. She had unmercifully 
allowed the dying woman to prolong her death-struggle 
with superhuman force of will, under the delusion that 
'fihe could be once more useful here below, were it only 
for a moment ; but in vain. Poor Aunt Cordula ! she 
kft the world which she had lonelily wandered through 

o 2 
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with bitter deception — the last impressions which her 
soul bore away with it were religious fanaticism in the 
form of that detested woman, and the proverbial ingra- 
titude of human nature, of which Felicitas was appa- 
rently guilty. This thought drove the blood of the 
young girl, boiling, to her head. She ran to the door, 
and again struck on it with renewed force, but in vain. 
Why was she thus shut in P She was to bring a ma- 
gistrate — so Aunt Cordula had commanded. Did she 
want to make a last confession ? No, no ; the old maid 
had nothing to disclose. If she had been obliged to bear 
the weight of a crime through life, it was that of another. 
Of that Felicitas had gradually become convinced : she 
was the innocent confidant of a criminal secret, but she 
had never been an accomplice. Most probably she 
wished to make dispositions with regard tri her pro- 
perty, and in that she had been prevented by Madame 
Hellwig. If Aunt Cordula died intestate, all she pos- 
sessed must go to the Hellwigs. Who knows how many 
poor and unfortunate persons were robbed at that mo- 
ment of some support which would perhaps have made 
them happy during their whole lives, whilst the Hell- 
wigs, who were considered very rich, could fill their 
money-chest ftdler by the stratagem of a woman ! 

Felicitas went to the window, and looked out on the 
neighbouring houses. She sought anxiously for a 
human visage on whose assistance she might call, but 
the dwellings lay too far beneath her — she coidd be 
neither heard nor seen. With what feverish rapidity 
did her pulse beat ! She threw herself on the only chair 
in the room and burst into tears of despair. In any 
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case it was now too late, even if she were free. Most 
likely the beloved eyes within were closed, and the 
heart still for ever, which to the last moment with in- 
creasing anxiety had hoped in vain for her return. 

She might perhaps have spent two hours in alternate 
gloomy, brooding thoughts, and in desperate efforts to 
free herself. Her condition had become terrible to her. 
Those unreasoning creatures, once her favourites, which 
at every quick movement of her arms renewed their 
screams and wild fluttering, to her excited fancy almost 
appeared spectral forms. She trembled at her own 
movements. Evening was coming on ; it was becoming 
dusk in the gloomy room. The first wild grief for the 
lost one burned in her breast. It was a situation almost 
enough to drive her mad. She once more ran to the 
door ; she stood still with astonishment : it opened with 
the slightest push. It was silent as death in the sitting- 
room. She almost imagined that she had been suffering 
from some terrible nightmare, were it not that the door 
of the bed-room was fastened. She looked through 
the key-hole ; a blast of wind came through it ; the 
twigs of ivy on the walls were moving and rustling : 
the window had been opened — yes, all was over ; all 
was over ! 

Down in the front house the old cook sat knitting at 
the open hall door, as she was accustomed to do on fine 
simmier evenings. The odour of recent cooking came 
from the kitchen : she had but a short time before taken 
a griddle of cakes from the fire, which Madame Hell- 
wig usually eat with her coffee. Down stairs every- 
thing had been going on as usual, whilst above, in the 
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back house, a member of the famHj had departed from 
the world. 

Felioitas went into the servants' room. Immediately 
after Henry came in. He quietly hung his cap on a 
nail ; he then approached Felicitas, and held out his 
hand to her without a word. The melancholy look on 
that old, weather-beaten face, and the eyes red from 
weeping, went to her very heart. She sprang up, 
threw her arms round his neck, and burst into tears. 

" Did you see her again, Felicitas P" he asked after 
a short pause. " Frederica told me that the mistress 
closed her eyes. Oh ! such hands ! There was not a 
word about you; but I can easily imagine that the 
mistress went raging at your going up there. — Where 
have you been hiding yourseK ?" 

The tears of FeKcitas immediately ceased to flow. 
She related to him, with flashing eyes, all that had oc- 
curred. He kept running up and down the room like 
one possessed. 

" Are such things possible P" he cried from time to 
time, plunging his two hands into his thick, grey mass 
of hair. " Can the good God permit such things P Oh ! 
heavens ! And if you go and relate it before a magis^ 
trate, you wiU be sent off about your business, for you 
have no witness, and not one in the town woidd believe 
your word against that of the good, pious Madame Hell- 
wig, and you — and how cleverly she did it !" he inter- 
rupted himself with a hoarse laugh. " She knew well that 
the birds would scream and drown any noise you could 
make. Yes, yes, I always said it, she is one of the most 
cunning women ! — Fae, you unfortunate child, she has 
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robbed you. This very morning sbe told me to send a 
lawyer to her to-morrow at two o'clock ; she was going 
to make her will, and in your favour. She said, * There 
is no knowing when I may die.' She was wonderfully 
far-sighted ; but she must have forgotten the old pro- 
verb, * There's danger in delay,' or she would not have 
waited so long." 



CHAPTEE XIX. 



Madame Hellvstig came down very early in the mom*- 
ing. Instead of the white cap, which she had worn 
unchanged for years, one made of black lace surrounded 
her pale cheeks. The impious creature who had so 
often desecrated the Sabbath of the Lord with her * pro- 
fane songs and unholy music,' was now indeed dead ; 
even the last trace of her despised existence had been 
erased from the old merchant-house — the corpse had 
been sent to the dead-house the evening before. Despite 
all, however, the dead woman had borne the name of 
Hellwig, and the black lace cap must be worn. She 
opened the door through which the old maid disap- 
peared the first time that Felicitas had ever seen her. 
In addition to the ordinarily used flight of stairs behind 
the painted door, a second winding staircase led to the 
upper part of the house ; it was by this that Henry and 
the woman who used to attend the old maid went up. 
It was entered through a door from the court-yard. 
The plaster busts, as usual, looked down from their 
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pedestals, but the spirit that had vivified them was de- 
parted from the room which the stem woman could now 
walk through with the consciousness of undisturbed 
possession. A cold, contemptuous smile played on her 
lips, whilst she strode through the suite of apartments, 
every comer of which bore witness to the poetic mind 
and the cultivated intellect of their former inhabitant ; 
but her eyes glanced, from imder a brow wrinkled with 
hate, at the rows of books in the glass-case, the hand- 
some bindings of which covered the writings of cele- 
brated poets and prose writers. She took up a bunch 
of keys that lay on the dressing-table, and opened a 
desk which, to her eyes, was evidently the most inte- 
resting piece of furniture in the room. In all the 
drawers the greatest order reigned ; she drew them out . 
one after the other. Bimdles of letters and manuscripts, 
faded with age, came to light. Her large, white hands 
pushed them impatiently in again. What was all that 
fioribbKng to her? she was not curious about such 
things. A box, filled with documents, was treated by her 
in a far diflferent manner. With great attention, and 
an expression of interior satisfaction, Madame Hellwig 
unfolded the contents, sheet by sheet ; she imderstood 
calculation perfectly. In a very short time she had 
totted up the sum total of all the investments of capital, 
carefully and profitably made — ^they exceeded her ex- 
pectations. 

But her search was not yet ended ; she examined one 
by one the several articles of furniture, and the longer 
she searched the more impatient and hurried did she 
become. Gradually her face became redder and redder ; 
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her heavy body glided with unusual rapidity from 
room to room ; regardless of consequences, she pulled 
about the carefuUy-folded articles of dress in all the 
drawers, and pushed the china and glass about in the 
presses till they jingled and crashed together ; but she 
could not find what she so carefully sought after. At 
last she went out excitedly into the gallery. The up- 
setting of several flower-pots, and the knocking off of 
various flowers and branches by her awkward move- 
ments, did not trouble her in the least. All around was 
quite indifferent to. her. At that moment she had no 
longer her usual contemptuous, stereotyped smile for all 
such ^ trash and vanities,' as she used to call them. 

Frederica was feeding the poultry down below ; Ma- 
dame Hellwig called down to her to send the servant- 
man up at once, and then returned to her search. 

"Do you know where my deceased aunt kept her 
plate P" she asked of Henry, who shortly made his ap- 
pearance. " She must have had a great quantity. I 
heard it from my mother-in-law. She had at least two 
dozen solid silver dessert spoons, a like number of cof- 
fee-spoons, besides silver candlesticks, coffee-pots, and 
cream-ewers'' — this catalogue, preserved in her memory 
with wonderful accuracy, flowed from her lips as if she 
had learned it by heart—" I can find none of them. 
Where on earth are they hid ?" 

" I do not know, Madame," answered Henry, calmly. 
He walked over to a table, drew out the drawer, and 
took two silver spoons and forks from it. " Those are 
the only silver articles I ever saw with the old lady," 
he continued ; " I had often to brighten them for her, 
because her woman did not do it to her liking." 
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Madame Hellwig walked up and down and bit her 
lips angrily. The strict particularity which she always 
had preserved before the old servant deserted her for a 
moment. 

" It would be a nice thing — a real scandal— if the 
old woman sold, or perhaps gave away, those valuable 
family relics. But it cannot be. I will not rest till I 
find them. She had very handsome jewellery also. All 
that was ever in the Hellwig family was divided be- 
tween her and my mother-in-law." She stopped short ; 
her eyes had fallen on the glass book-case which con- 
tained the manuscript music. She had not examined 
it. 

The book-case stood on a solid cabinet, with very 
handsomely-carved doors. She opened them. Piles of care- 
fully-arranged newspapers filled the two shelves. That 
wicked, malicious expression became more apparent on 
her unusually excited countenance ; her upper lip curled 
up and let nearly the entire of her careftdly-preserved 
teeth be seen. She drew out one bundle after the other, 
and threw them into a comer. 

The old man's vexation was evidently gaining oja 
him. He clenched his fist and gazed on the female 
Vandal with almost an angry glance. He himself had 
brought all those papers from the post, and they had 
always been a source of the greatest pleasure to the soli- 
tary woman; her kindly eyes had always brightened 
up when he brought her a fi^sh journal. 

" These are the things she occupied herself with," she 
muttered. " Godless, profane publications. It was 
terrible to be obliged to keep such an impious woman 
so many years under my roof." 
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She arose and looked in through the glass door of 
the book-case. At the sight of the music books a 
low, hoarse laugh burst from her lips. She opened 
it, and ordered Henry to fetch a clothes basket, and 
made him. put all the books and music that were on the 
shelves into it. He was terribly annoyed at thinking 
what the fate of those handsome books would be, which 
he had so often seen lying on the pianoforte, and from 
which the old maid had played such beautiful music. 
The tall woman stood over him, and saw careftdly 
that not a sheet was left behind ; she herself did not 
touch them ; it almost seemed as if she feared they might 
bum her fingers. 

She then ordered Henry to carry the basket down into 
the front house. She locked all the doors of the upper 
story carefully, and followed him. To the annoyance of 
Frederica, to whom such visits were always a source of 
vexation, she went into the kitchen. Henry was ordered 
to set down his burden and to bring a paper-knife 
from the parlour. There was a strong fire in the grate. 

" You can spare your wood to-day, Frederica !'* said 
Madame Hellwig, taking up some loose leaves and 
throwing them on the fire. The handsome portfolios, 
with the valuable autograph collection of the old maid, 
lay in the basket. She opened the silken strings with 
which they were fastened, one after the other. Oh I 
how they blazed and crackled. Now the name of 
Gluck could be seen disappearing in the flames — ^now 
a piece by Cimarao. The impartial fire was devouring 
with its hungry jaws the works of Italian, German, and 
French masters. 
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At first Henry had stood powerless. Rage was al- 
most choking him. The corpse of the poor solitary had 
not yet been consigned to the earth, and that unfeeling 
woman was plundering and destroying what she left 
behind, in a way that the roughest soldier in an enemy's 
army would scarcely do. 

" But, Madame," he said at last, " perhaps there is a 
will." 

Madame Hellwig raised her glowing countenance 
from over the fire. It exhibited a mixture of contempt 
and vexation. 

" Since when have you permitted yourself to make 
your wise remarks to me ?" she said, sneeringly. She 
had just taken the manuscript of Bach's operetta in 
her hand, of which the old maid had said that, as it 
was the only copy in existence, it was worth its weight 
in gold. With even greater energy than before she 
pulled the leaves asunder, tore them to fragments, and 
cast them into the fire. 

At that moment the bell rang loudly. Henry went 
to open the door. An officer of justice, accompanied by 
an attendant, walked in. He bowed to the astonished 
mistress of the house, who came out from the kitchen, 
told her who he was, and what was the nature of his 
mission. He had come to place seals on all the pro- 
perty left by the deceased Miss Cordula Hellwig. 

Perhaps for the first time in her life Madame Hell- 
wig totally lost her accustomed calm and self-possession. 

" Seals P" she repeated in an agitated voice. 

" A will has been deposited with the proper autho- 
rities." 
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" That must be a mistake !" she said. " I am quite 
certain that she, in accordance with her father's testa- 
ment, had no power to make one herself. All her pro- 
perty reverts to the Hell wig family." 

" I am indeed sorry," said the official, shrugging his 
shoulders. " I must do my duty, and have to apologise 
for inconveniencing you. The will exists, and I have 
no option but to place my seal on all the effects." 

Madame Hellwig bit her lips, seized the keys of the 
upper part of the house, and walked on before the gen- 
tleman. Henry ran up triumphantly to FeKcitas, who 
was minding the little girl. She was sitting, however, 
much to Anna's astonishment, motionless and silent as 
a statue, notwithstanding all the child's efforts to get 
her to speak to her. Henry related to her what had 
occurred. At his description of the Auto-dorf^ she 
started up. 

" "Was it separate sheets she was burning P" she asked 
with a smothered voice. 

'• Yes, separate sheets. They were in blue covers, 
from which pieces of ribbon hung." 

She listened no longer, but hurried down to the 
kitchen. There stood the basket. It contained still 
several music books and manuscripts, but the portfolios 
lay opened, and thrown about the floor. Not a siAgle 
sheet was left in them. A small, torn bit of paper had 
faUen on the hearth. Felicitas took it up — ^^ Score 
written by Johann Sebastian Bach's otvn handy 1707 — 
GoTTHELF voN HIRSCHSPRUNG," shc read with streaming 
eyes. That was the only fragment left of the valuable 
. manuscript — ^the melodies were silenced for ever ! 
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To all appearance Madame Hellwig had no intention 
at first to let the death interrupt her son's pleasure ex- 
cursion. But after the sealing up of the effects, which 
had enraged her very much, she wrote a few lines to 
recall him, and got them inserted in the local newspa- 
per. According to the instructions of the testator the 
will was to be opened on the day after the funeral. For 
this Madame Hellwig required some one to be with her ; 
she was more weak and nervous than she had ever been 
before in her life. The possible loss of a considerable 
fortune, which she had always been firmly conviiieed 
must return to the family, had affected even her iron 
nerves. 

The excursion party had not ttrranged any plan for 
their tour. " We wiU go alxrat where we like, and not 
bind ourselves to any one route," they said. Madame 
HeUwig did not therefore know where to address a 
letter to John, and had to depend on the advertisement. 
The search with which she had commenced the day, in 
the rooms of the old maid, was now continued in those 
that had been used by her late husband. She must 
certainly find, amongst the family documents, proof of 
the fact that Cordula Hellwig had no power to make a 
will. She had possibly saved something from her in- 
come which she could dispose of. That had been Ma- 
dame HeUwig s supposition the evening before, and it 
had been the cause of the act of violence in the bird- 
room, by which she had hoped to keep it also for her 
family. With all her thinking and reflecting she could 
not bring to mind what had been the origin of that 
conviction, which for years had remained firm and 
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unshaken in her brain. Had she read herself, some 
time or other, the will of Cordnla's father, or had she 
been told about it by some trustworthy person ? In 
any case she felt conyinced that the document was in 
existence. She read and read till drops of perspiration 
trickled down her pale forehead. The day had been an 
unlucky one for her : her search was as barren of results 
as that of the morning. Fortune, as a rule, shakes her 
roses more often before the footsteps of cold-hearted, 
calculating, commonplace natures ; it appears as if she 
is not so sure of her treasures in the possession of 
richly-endowed natures as in that of persons who keep 
iron bars not only on their money chests, but also on 
their souls. The stem woman was one of the usually 
favoured children of Fortune ; she was therefore very 
much astonished at her present want of success. 

Two days passed, and John did not return. He had 
doubtless not seen the advertisement. The old maid 
was therefore consigned to her grave without a single 
one of the name of Hellwig following her coffin. 

Felioitas bore her great grief silently, and with that 
command over herself which is peculiar to great depth 
of character. She did not know the weakness which 
seeks comfort in the commiseration of others. Since 
her childhood she had accustomed herself to shut up all 
her griefc in her own soul, and to let her wounds bleed 
inwardly, so that any looker-on could never dream she 
had any. She had most carefully avoided looking 
again on the dead woman. The last conscious look of 
the departed which had rested on her was their farewell. 
She did not wish to be obliged to preserve her dead, 
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soulless face in her memory. But ou the afternoon of 
the day of the fimeral, when Madame HeUwig had 
gone out, she took one of the keys which were hanging 
in the servants' room. It opened the door leading into 
the corridor, opening out on which lay the old lumber 
room to which the reader has been already introduced. 
The corpulence of the mistress of the house, which had 
much increased with age, caused her to avoid ascending 
stairs as much as possible. On that account for a long 
time past the old cook had free ingress to the upper 
rooms. To-day Aunt Cordula must have fresh flowers 
on her grave, and only such as she had herself attended 
to. The attic apartments, with the exaeption of the 
bird-room, had been shut, and seals put on the locks — 
by that way, therefore, she could not get to the hanging- 
garden, which the carefulness of the officer of justice 
had cut ofiffrom all human attention. After nine years 
Felicitas stood again for the first time at the attic vdn- 
dow, and looked across at the flower-covered roof. How 
many things had happened between that sad day when 
the soul of the ill-treated child rebelled against God 
and man, and now. Over there was her home; — there 
the solitary woman had taken the poor, despised child of 
the actor to her great, noble woman's heart, and had pre- 
served her mind from destruction with all the weapons 
of her fijie soul. There had the child indefatigably 
learned, and, as a consequence of the lessons she received, 
first really lived. He who at that moment was enjoy- 
ing his excursion in the Thiiringer Wald did not dream 
that the system of education which he had formerly ar- 
ranged for her, based on prejudice and bigotry, had 
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been completely frustrated by her breakneck walk across 
those two weak gutters. 

And now she must follow the same path once more. 
She got out through the window, and stepped across 
the roof. She walked on quickly and lightly, and soon 
had the firm floor of the gallery under her feet. The poor 
flowers there which bent their lovely heads with every 
blas*t of air did not know their loss. Unlike their rela- 
tions down in the rich, warm clay, their entire weal or 
woe depended on the two small, white hands which had 
now become motionless for ever. As yet, however, they 
had not felt any of the fruits of neglect ; it had rained 
during the night, and they were still as blooming and 
sweet-scented as ever. 

Felicitas pressed her face against the glass door, and 
looked into the portico. There stood the small round 
table : knitting materials lay on it, as if they had just 
been laid down, to be taken up immediately again. A 
pair of spectacles lay across an open book. The young 
girl read a few lines of it deeply moved — the last intel- 
lectual enjoyment which the old lady had on earth was 
the speech of Mark Antony in Shakespeare's ** Jtilius 
Caesar." Opposite, in the sitting-room, was the beloved 
pianoforte ; to one side stood the large glsfis-case, show- 
ing its empty shelves. It had badly guarded the musical 
tresflures entrusted to its care ; they were burned to 
ashes ; but it preserved other treasures all the more 
carefully. The secret compartment contained not alone 
plate and jewellery : in one of its comers stood also the 
small grey box. " It must die before me," Aunt Cor- 
dula had said. Was it stiU in existence ? On no ac- 
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count should it fall into the hands of the heirs, and yet 
the old maid had never the courage to destroy it. It 
was more than probable that it was still there. If the 
will described the place where the plate lay, the secret 
must also be discovered which the solitary woman, with 
all her strength, had endeavoured to keep from the 
world. That must not be ! 

The glass door of the portico was bolted inside. With 
quick determination she broke one of the panes of glass, 
put her hand in and drew the bolt ; but, alas ! that was 
not the only fastening, the door had been locked and 
the key removed. Deep vexation came over her at the 
fatality which barred her way when she hoped to be 
able to work for Aunt Cordula. "With her grief for the 
dead was now mingled deep anxiety regarding what 
might happen. Were the contents of the small grey 
box more likely to clear the memory of the deceased or 
to cast deeper shadows on it ? 

She hastily cut a beautiftd bunch of flowers, put two 
pots of auriculas — ^Aunt Cordula's favourites — ^in her bas- 
ket, and returned across the roof, with a heart heavier 
than when she had come. 

Now the young girl had three graves to attend to in 
the large, quiet churchyard. The earth covered aU the 
human beings who had ever excited deep affection in her 
warm heart. She cast an unspeakably bitter look towards 
heaven as she strewed the flowers on Aunt Cordula's 
freshly-made grave ; it could take nothing more from her. 
Her father had not been heard of for years — most likely 
he lay mouldering away in foreign earth. Over there 
the name of Frederick Hell wig was inscribed in letters of 
gold on the handsome marble monument, and here 
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she walked over to the grave of her mother, which was 
covered, as it always was when they were in season, 
with the most beautifid flowers — thanks to the care of 
the old maid. But now, the tombstone, removed from 
its place, lay near the little mound ; some days before 
Henry had said that the inscription must be renewed, 
as it had become almost illegible; most probably the 
stone had been removed for that purpose. It had sunk 
so deep in the earth that a portion of the name was 
covered ; to-day, however, it was all visible. " Meta 
D'Orlowsky," reiad Felicitas, with sad eyes ; but under- 
neath was another name, which hitherto the earth had 
completely concealed. Although considerably effaced, 
Felicitas read, without very much difficulty — " nie Von 
Hirschsprung, of Kiel." 

Felicitas began to ponder deeply. That name was 
on the manuscript of Bach's operetta; it had also be- 
longed to the old Thuringian Knights whose arms 
adorned all the walls of the old Merchant-house. The 
small silver casket in the trunk, with the childish dresses 
and toys of Felicitas, exhibited the same springing 
stag. Wonderful enigma ! The proud race, which in 
its last generations had descended so far from its for- 
mer position, had long disappeared. Henry, when a 
child, had known the last bearer of the ancient name ; 
he had died young and unmarried, a student at Leip- 
zig ; — and yet, fourteen years ago a yoimg woman had 
come from the far north, who in her parents' house had 
borne the same name and crest. Had a branch of the 
old Thuringian family formerly separated from it, and 

p2 
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gone to live at a distance ? Oh ! proud knight, whose 
figure is preserved on the stones of the old house, step 
forth from thy coflGin and wander over this graveyard ! 
Several tombstones bear thy name, and under them rest 
men with hands hardened by labour — men who had to 
earn their bread with the sweat of their brows, whilst 
thou didst leave the claims and rights of thy race writ- 
ten and sealed on parchment for all ages, shutting your 
eyes to the fact, in your great pride, that thy noble 
blood, that the aristocratic hands of thy descendants, 
might in future times be sullied by labour. Step to 
this grave, which covers the dust of a daughter of thy 
house ! The bread she eat was bitter and despised. 
She had to appear before men in a pubKc spectacle, and 
it had deprived her of her blooming life. Thou didst 
not think of the changes which, in the history of the 
world and of mankind, now waft a cloud towards hea- 
ven and now open an abyss, and then for a moment 
. bring both to the same level again ! 

But did any relations of the mother of Felicitas 
exist ? The young girl answered that question herself 
with a bitter smile ; in any case they did not exist 
for the daughter of Meta D'Orlowsky. They had been 
twice called on, by pubKc advertisements, and had pre- 
served absolute silence. Perhaps that line of the old 
race had preserved the original purity of its blood to 
the moment when one of its daughters had bestowed 
her hand and heart on the conjuror. She was driven 
from the paradise of her aristocratic home — from the 
circle of her relations for ever. One thing was certain ; 



The Old Maids Secret 213 

her child would never cross the threshold of those who 
publicly denied the wife of the actor any right of rela- 
tionship with them. 



CHAPTEE XX. 



Whex Felicitas left the cemetery she did not return to 
the house on the market-place. Eosa and Anna awaited 
her in the garden. Towards evening Madame Hellwig 
was expected to take her supper with the child, under 
the acacias. The stem woman had apparently reco- 
vered her usual equanimity, but it was remarked that 
she went out much oftener than formerly. It seemed 
as if she wanted to distract her thoughts as much as 
possible till the return of her son. 

It appeared as if she wished to ignore completely her 
meeting with FeKcitas in the attics. It did not strike 
her for the moment that the young girl had been in 
the habit of visiting the old maid ; she had looked on 
her entrance there simply as curiosity, and under other 
circumstances would not have allowed her to go un- 
punished for it ; but, taking into account all the events 
of that evening, she wished, doubtless, to let all be for- 
gotten as quickly as possible. 

Felicitas had walked nearly round the small town, 
and now stood before a garden door. She drew a deep 
breath, then pressed her hand firmly on the latch, and 
opened it. It led into the garden adjoining that of the 
Hell wigs, and in possession of the Frank family. The 
young girl was now thrown completely on the resources 
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of her own mind and will. As deeply wounded as her 
soul was by poignant grief, those interior sufferings had 
no effect on the energy of her character, hardened and 
made firm by the struggle. After the first severe blow 
her extraordinarily clear head had realized all the 
circumstances of her position, and she had made up her 
mind to what was unavoidable. 

The mild and very distinguished-looking lady in the 
white cap, who had addressed Felicitas a few days be- 
fore, was sitting on a shady pathway, executing a draw- 
ing. She immediately recognised Felicitas, and bec- 
koned to her to approach. 

" Oh ! there comes my young neighbour, seeking some 
good advice, I suppose," she said, with heart-winning 
kindness, and made Felicitas sit down beside her, who 
then informed her that she must leave the Hellwig family 
in three weeks, and that she must look for a situation. 

" Will you give me some idea of what you can do, 
my child .P" asked the lady, letting her large, prudent- 
looking eyes, which bore a wonderfiil resemblance to 
those of her son, rest on the face of Felicitas. It changed 
to burning red. She must now speak of her accom- 
plishments, respecting which she had always so care- 
fully preserved silence, and all at once puff them off, as 
a shopkeeper does his wares. It was to her an un- 
speakably painful feeling, and yet she must do it. 

" I believe that I am thoroughly competent to in- 
struct in French and Germaa, in geography and his- 
tory," she answered hesitatingly. " I have also prac- 
tised myself somewhat in drawing. I understand music 
also, not indeed very perfectly, but still sufficiently to 
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give the same instruction in it as is usually given in 
schools." Astonishment was clearly expressed in the 
eyes of the old lady. " I can also cook, wash, and iron, 
and, if necessary, scour." The last part of her confes- 
sion came much quicker from her Kps than the first. 

" There would certainly be no use in your remaining 
in our Kttle town," said the lady. 

"I do not desire to remain in it much longer; but 
there are graves very dear to me here, and I would not 
wish to leave them too quickly " 

" "Well, I think I know something that would just 
suit you. The companion of my sister, in Dresden, is 
about to get married. That situation will be vacant in 
about six months. I will recommend you for it, and 
until then you can remain with me. Do you accept 
my proposition P" 

Felicitas kissed her hand with astonishment and gra- 
titude, but she then stood up and looked at the old lady 
with an agitated expression of countenance. It coidd 
easily be seen that she had something more to say. 
Madame Frank remarked it at once. 

" You have something more on your mind. Is it not 
so ? If we wish to live together some time, above all 
we must be candid to each other; so speak out what you 
desire to tell me," she said in an encouraging tone. 

" I would ask you to give me a settled position in your 
household," she said quickly and firmly, " no matter how 
humble it may be." 

" Oh ! I understand. You are tired of eating bread 
which you have to earn hard enough, and which — ^let us 
speak candidly — ^is nevertheless called alms P" 
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Felicitas answered in the affirmative. 

'^ You will not be in that humiliating position with 
regard to me, mj dear, prond child. I engage you 
now as mj companion. Yon certainly will not have to 
wash, iron, or sconr; but you will have to see after many 
things in the kitchen, for I and my old servant, Dora, 
sometimes get cross and tired. Will you undertake 
that?" 

" Oh ! yes, wiHingly.*' For the first time since Aunt 
Cordula's death something like a slight smile passed over 
the young girl's countenance. 

A small sunbeam which had penetrated the thick 
foliage, and had been gradually moving along the shady 
pathway, suddenly disappeared — evening was coming 
on. Felicitas remembered that she must be at her post 
before Madame Hellwig came to the garden, and there- 
fore asked permission to depart. Madame Frank dis- 
missed her with a cordial shake of the hand, and in a 
few moments she was in the next garden, with little 
Anna on her arm. Shortly after Frederica arrived, 
carrying a heavy basket fall of things, and looked very 
heated. 

" They came back an hour ago," she cried, almost 
breathless, and evidently very angry, setting down her 
load. "I never saw things going so topsy-turvy be- 
fore. The mistress told me, when she saw the carriage 
coming across the market-place, that they would take 
supper in the town : I prepared everything there. Then 
I'm called again ; the Professor must, right or wrong, 
have it in the garden ; then I have to go and pack up 
all the things and come here." 
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She then ran over to a bed, and cut a few heads of 
salad. 

" There has been a scene — a scandalous scene — in the 
house," she said in a low voice, when she went into the 
garden-house with Felicitas, and was cleaning the salad. 
" The mistress had scarcely wished him good evening, 
when she began to talk about the will. Now, Caroline, 
I never saw her so mad in my whole life. The young 
master began to talk a lot of nonsense. He said that 
the old aunt had been an outcast ; that no one in the 
family cared a fig whether she lived or died ; and that 
he could not for the life of him see why she should put 
money into the pockets of people who had always treated 
her with contempt ; that for his part he had never ex- 
pected a penny from her. And in the middle of all, 
while the mistress was taking breath for a moment, 
he all at once asked if all in the house had been well. 
He appeared quite peculiar to me, and the poor mistress 
was knocked aU of a heap." 

Felicitas did not answer a word, as was her habit, to 
the talk of the old cook. A little time after she retired 
under the nut-tree with some work, whilst Anna began 
to play about near her. From her position she could 
see the garden-gate through a gap in the hedge. That 
fine, cast-iron gate, surrounded by luxuriant rose-bushes, 
and allowing the beautiftd, dark-green lime tree avenue 
to be seen through it, had always a special charm for her. 
She had seen many human beings come in and go out 
through that gate ; some kind, friendly faces, whom she 
had once joyfully ran to meet ; others, however, persons 
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who hskd made Iier sick at heart, and wliose departure 
gkre her indescribable ielie£ Yet nerer had such a 
painfbl feeling passed oyer her as at the moment when 
she heard the gate opening, and saw Madame Hellwig, 
leaning on her son, and followed bj the jonng widow, 
entering the garden* TThat had she to fear from those 
people ? Madame Hellwig scarcely thought of her ex- 
istence ; and that man had also abandoned his attempt 
to conyert the actor's daughter to his yiews, according 
to which she was and must remain an outcast, despised 
by societ J. Frederica had said that he had appeared 
* quite peculiar' to her, and Felicitas had at least to 
agree with her that there was something remarkable 
in his look* The idea of * haste' in ordinarj drcun^- 
stances could not be in any way connected with his 
usually careless moyements and his peculiarly indiffe- 
rent demeanour, and yet at that moment one could not 
describe his moyements as anything but hasty. He 
was eyidently ehdeayouring impatiently to proceed more 
quickly, which Madame Hellwig's slow, measured pace 
made a matter of impossibility. He moyed his raised 
head searchingly about in all directions — he must be 
looking for his little patient. 

Bosa came oyer for little Anna, and Felicitas followed 
both of them as far as the hedge, in order to witness the 
meeting of the mother and child. Adele indeed threw 
her arms round the little girl and kissed her, but whilst 
doing so she continued scolding Kosa for haying taken 
the keys with her from the dwelling-house, and thus 
compelled her to go through the town with that ' fright- 
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ful dress.' Her light-blue travelling costume had indeed 
suffered somewhat from the journey. It was faded, 
tossed, and considerably soiled. 

" Now, I will remember that excursion to the day of 
my death, as one of the most disagreeable events of my 
life !" said the young lady in a tone of vexation, com- 
mencing to sew up a rent in the damaged dress. " I 
wish I had remained with you, Aunt, in your nice, quiet 
house. I had to bear a thousand inconveniences ; every 
place we went to it was always pouring rain ; and then 
the inconceivably bad humour of my respected cousin. 
Sir Griffin Gruff! You have not the slightest idea, my 
dear Aunt, how attentive and amiable he was ! I am 
sure he wished to return the day after we started. And 
what trouble we gave ourselves to remove the clouds 
from his dark, gloomy visage ! Madlle. Von Stemthal 
devoted herself with such zeal to the task that I thought 
every moment there would be a declaration of love. 
Now, John, just say yourself, was she not kindness and 
obligingness personified?" 

Felicitas could not hear the Professor's answer. She 
returned under the nut-tree, and recommenced her 
work in the hope that they might not trouble their heads 
about her. But things looked gloomy and threatening 
enough beyond there. The deep red of great excite- 
ment lay on Madame Hellwig's countenance, and the 
ill-humour of her son during his excursion was not 
certainly improved by the reception he had met with on 
his return. 

For some time it appeared as if Felicitas was to be 
left quiet in her retirement under the nut-tree. But she 
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happened to look through the gap in the hedge, and her 
look settled on the figure of the Professor. He was 
walking quietly along the gravel walk, his hands clasped 
behind his back. Quite contrary, however, to his usual 
careless gait, there was an appearance of excitement and 
anxiety in his features, and his glance wandered un- 
easily along the various pathways which lay between 
rows of neatly-cropped green shrubs. 

Felicitas sat motionless and watched him. Almost 

m 

imconsciously she had placed her right hand on her 
beating heart ; her mind was terribly uneasy — she feared 
the moment when his gaze should rest on her. Still 
slower than before he walked along the narrow path 
which surrounded the large grass-plot. His head was 
uncovered. Was it the singular, quite unusual expres- 
sion of his features, or had they lost their accustomed 
colour ? However it was, his face appeared to the young 
girl completely changed.' 

He caught hold of the branch of an apple-tree, drew 
it down towards him, and examined the firuit with un- 
divided interest. He had not yet seen Felicitas under 
the nut-tree. He let the branch spring up again and 
continued his walk. In a short time he was opposite to 
her ; he stooped down quickly, and plucked something 
from amongst the grass. 

*' Oh ! look, Felicitas," he cried to her, without look- 
ing up, " a four-leaved shamrock !" His voice sounded 
calm and confident, as if his intercourse with her had 
never been interrupted or saddened — as if it was a mat- 
ter of course that he should find her sitting there under 
the nut-tree. But there was also something, at the same 
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time, of imperious necessity in that address. It fixed the 
young girl, in some degree, to the place where she stood. 

" People say that these four little leaves bring good 
fortune to the finder," he continued, approaching quickly 
across the grass. " Now, I will soon see to what ex- 
tent that is only pitiful superstition." 

He stood before her. The entire energy of the 
strong-willed man was in his attitude. The shamrock- 
leaf fell from his hand ; he stretched both of them to- 
wards Felicitas. 

" Q-ood evening !" he said ; they were trembling ac- 
cents in which those two simple words were spoken. If 
he had years ago assumed that manner, he had justi- 
fied himself in the eyes of the child, then but nine years 
old, and who, with all the eagerness of a warm heart, 
was longing for love and sympathy. But her darkened 
soul, ill-treated by him so long, could not now under- 
stand the kindly greeting, although pleasure at seeing 
her again was unmistakably expressed in it. She also 
raised her arm — she, the Pariah, who wished to reject 
his hand even when in danger of death — and, urged by 
some unaccountable power, for a momen^t placed her 
right hand in his. It was a species of miracle, and he 
himself knew so — a single heedless movement could 
frighten it away, never to be placed there again. With 
the great self-command to which the physician had 
trained himself, he turned at once to other topics. 

" Has little Anna caused you much trouble ?" he 
asked kindly and sympathisingly. 

" On the contrary, the attachment of the child moves 
me. I attend to her willingly." 
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" But you are paler than formerly, and the bitter, me- 
lancholy expression about your mouth is more apparent 
than ever. You have just said that the attachment of 
the child moved you ; other people are also attached, 
Felicitas ! I will soon prove that to you. I am sure 
you have not for a moment thought of those who flew 
away to steel their souls and wills in the bracing forest 
air." 

"I had neither time nor necessity to do so," she 
answered, becoming very red, but with a gloomy ex- 
pression. 

" So I supposed. I, however, have been more hu- 
mane. I have thought of you. You shall also learn 
when and where. I saw a noble pine-tree standing alone 
beside a precipice ; it looked as if it had been wounded 
and offended in the forest at its foot, and had taken 
refuge on the solitary height. There it stood, firm and 
gloomy ; and my imagination lent to it human features, 
with a well-known proud and disdainful expression. A 
storm broke, the rain beat violently against its branches, 
and the wind shook it without mercy ; but after each 
blast it raised itself erect again and stood firmer than 
before." 

Felicitas had raised her eyes towards him, half bash- 
ftdly, half suUenly. How wonderfully changed had he 
returned ! The man with the cold, iron-grey eyes — the 
former pietist and bigot — the stern conservative, who 
would have sacrificed every spark of poetic freedom to 
law and order ; he, the pedant, whom the harmony of 
the human voice disturbed — he, with his sonorous voice, 
which had so long served science with such mighty re- 
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suits, narrated to her a parable of his own imagining, 
the hidden sense of which she could not but under- 
stand. 

" And," he continued, " there stood I, down in the 
valley, and my companions made their jokes on the 
fooKsh Professor for remaining out in the heavy rain, 
whilst there was plenty of shelter near. They knew not 
that the dry, sober doctor had suddenly seen a vision 
which neither the cold rain nor the storm could drive 
away. — He saw a brave man leaving the forest, clam- 
bering up the rocks, throwing his arms around the fine 
tree, and crying out, * Thou art mine !' And what hap- 
pened further " 

" I know it," answered the girl, in a deep, angry 
voice ; " the solitary remained true to herself, and used 
her weapons." 

" Is it even when she saw that he wished to take her 
firmly and securely to his heart, Felicitas P — when she 
felt that she could he on that heart, safe from all storms ; 
that he would care her tenderly, like the apple of his eye, 
till his life's end ?" 

The narrator had manifestly lost himself in a kind of 
passion, as if he saw again the two forms of his vision ; 
for he spoke with trembling lips, and in his voice were 
aU those accents which had moved the heart of Felicitas 
so deeply at the child's sick-bed. They now sounded 
powerless. 

" The solitary was wise enough to know that he was 
but relating a fable to her," she said harshly. " You 
yourself said that she had braved the storms. Well, 
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then, she had steeled herself, and required no other sup- 
port." 

It had not escaped her how the colour by degrees 
had left his face — for a few seconds he became deadly 
pale. It appeared as if he wished to turn away and 
depart, but approaching footsteps became audible. He 
remained standing close to Felicitas, and calmly awaited 
his mother, who, leaning on the arm of Adele, advanced 
irom behind the hedge. 

" Now, John," she cried sharply, " you are standing 
there, keeping Caroline from her work, and letting the 
supper get cold. Do you imagine that I am fond of 
pancakes tough as leather ?" 

The young widow let go the arm of her aunt, and 
walked across the grass-plot. She was far from look- 
ing as pretty as usual ; her light hair hung wild and 
dishevelled about her face, which glowed with a vivid 
red, and her generally mild eyes had assumed a mali- 
cious expression. 

" I have not yet had an opportunity of thanking you 
for having taken care of Anna during my absence," she 
said. She intended this to be friendly, but her soft 
voice had a sharp tone ; it sounded louder than usual, 
and was, moreover, cutting. " You stand there like a 
hermit under that remote nut-tree — how could I then 
find you P" she continued. " Have you often performed 
that interesting, retired character ? If so, it explains 
to me why I have found Anna so unaccountably ne- 
glected. I have already scolded Bosa severely. Her 
hair has not had the slightest attention ; her skin is so 
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sunburnt that she might abnost be taken for a young 
Cafire ; and I fear that she has been allowed to eat too 
much." 

" Have you any further reproaches to make against 
your child's friend, Adele P Bethink yourself !" said 
the Professor in a voice of withering contempt. " Per- 
haps it is her fault that Anna suffers from scrofula; 
most likely she has sent all the bad weather to the 
Thiiringer Wald, which has put you into such bad hu- 
mour ; who knows " he stopped, and turned from 

her with a gesture almost of disdain. 

" Yes ! It is better for you not to speak any more, 
John," said the young widow, struggling as if to keep 
down convulsive sobs. " I must think that you do 
not know what you are saying." She then turned to 
Felieitas and said — " I had no intention of offending you, 
Caroline ; and to prove that I do not feel the slightest 
ill-will towards you, I will ask you to take care of Anna 
this evening also. I feel myself very nervous and weary 
after the journey." 

" No such thing !" said the Professor decidedly. " The 
time of boundless sacrifice is over. You understand ex- 
cellently well, Adele, how to wear out the strength of 
others; from this out you must take the child under 
your own care again." 

** Yery well !" cried Madame Hellwig from where she 
was standiug ; " if that be so, Caroline can go weed the 
garden. I cannot reasonably reqidre it any longer of 
Frederica or Henry ; they are becoming too old." 

A vivid crimson ran like a flame over John's face. 
As difficult as it was to decipher his features, at that 

Q 
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moment they immistakably exhibited shame and embar- 
rassment. Perhaps never befoi-e did the revoltingness of 
the condition to which he had crushed down that young, 
richly-gifted creature strike so forcibly on his mind as 
now. Felicitas at once left her place under the nut- 
tree ; she knew how few words of Madame Hellwig were 
a command to her, which she must obey without. oppo- 
sition, unless she wished to listen to a series of insulting 
remarks. But John barred her way. 

" I believe that I have also a right to speak as her 
guardian," he said, apparently very calm; " and as such- 
I do not wish her to do such work." 

" Oh ! Perhaps you would like to place her u^def a 
glass-case ?" retorted Madame Hellwig, steppiii^ on the 
grass, and moving forward more quickly than usual. 
"She has been brought up exactly as you decided. 
Exactly so ! Shall I show you your own letters, in 
which you repeat, over and over again — yes, almost to 
nausea — that she shall and must serve, that she cannot 
be kept too strictly and carefully under discipline ?" 

" It is not my intention to disclaim now a single iota 
of what has happened on account of my emphatic direc- 
tions," answered John, with a subdued but firm voice. 
" I also cannot repent of what I did. It then proceeded 
from the pure and complete conviction — from the* con- 
scientious wish to do what was most judicious and 
reasonable ; but, on the other hand, I will never be 
guilty of the weakness of holding fast to an acknow- 
ledged error, fearing the consequences of admitting it ; 
and therefore I now declare that at present I think diflfe- 
rently, and, in consequence, will act differently." 
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The young widow stooped down at these last words. 
She plucked a solitary honeysuckle which had been 
spared by the scythe, and began to pull it to pieces. 
Madame Hellwig, however, laughed derisively. 

" Do not make yourself ridiculous, John," she said, in 
a cold, sneering tone. "At your age a man cannot 
begin to change his principles; they must be firmly 
rooted in him. If so, he must be a waverer all his life. 
You, moreover, did not act alone in the matter. I also 
had a hand in it ; and I should think that my whole 
.life has proved that, with the aid of God's grace, I 
have always done what was right". It would pain me 
deeply, if now the weakness of the Hellwigs should 
appear in your character, for I tell you plainly they 
were a peculiar family. As long as the girl is in my 
house she must be my servant, and shall not be allowed 
to remain idle for a moment; so that is enough about it« 
Afterwards, as far as I am concerned, she can act the 
part of the good-for-nothing or the great lady, and lay 
her hands in her lap." 

" That she will never do, Madame Hellwig !" said 
Felicitas, gazing, with a fleeting smile, on her deli- 
cately-formed but brown and hard hands. " Work 
belongs to the condition of my life. Have the good- 
ness to point out to me the bed which I am to commence 
weeding." 

John, who during his mother's angry speech had re- 
assumed his careless demeanour, turned now abruptly 
towards Felicitas, and a bitter glance shot from his eye. 
" I order you once again not to do it !" he commanded 
sternly and decidedly, with a gloomy wrinkle on his 

q2 
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brow. "And if my authority as a guardian cannot 
bend your untamable pride, I appeal to your reason as 
a physician. You have worn yourself out by attending 
to Anna ; your whole appearance shows it. In a short 
time you are to leave my mother's house ; it is our duty 
to see that you bring with you, at least, a sound body 
into the fixture career of your life." 

" Now, perhaps, you are right in what you say," said 
his mother. To her ears, which till then had impa- 
tiently awaited some expression of blame from John's 
lips, the words * untamable pride' sounded like music. 
" For my part she may quit the house this very day,'* 
she added ; *' although I cannot see for the life of me 
how the little trouble she has taken with the child could 
affect her health. She is young, and has had plenty to 
eat. Other girls in her position have to work hard day 
and night, and yet they have rosy cheeks." 

She took the arm of her niece and went back across 
the grass, thinking that her son would follow them. 
Adele avoided looking round. She was evidently 
deeply offended and angry. At first it appeared as if 
he was going with them, but after a few steps he turned 
back, and whilst the last gleam of the, unfortunate light- 
blue travelling dress was disappearing behind the near- 
est hedge, he walked slowly again towards the nut-tree. 
He. remained for a few moments silently standing near 
Eelicitas, who was tying the ribbons of her straw hat 
under her chin. He suddenly stooped and gazed under 
the wide rim of the hat, which completely concealed 
the girl's forehead and eyes. An expression of bitter- 
ness was still the predominating one on his features, 
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but when her eyes met his it immediately softened 
down. 

. " You cannot feel how much you have grieved me to- 
day!" he said, shaking his head, and speaking as 
mildly as if he was addressing a child. 

She remained silent. 

" Felicitas, it is impossible for me to think that you 
belong to that class of women who can refuse a prayer 
for forgiveness coming from a man's lips," he said very 
seriously, and not without a tinge of severity. 

She looked up. Her pale face, with its beautifully 
pure, maidenly expression, became red even to the roots 
of her hair. 

"Such a prayer has always to my ears somethiog 
painful in it for the offended person," she answered after 
a pause, in a milder tone than she usually used when 
speaking to him. " From such, however, as are en- 
dowed with peculiar dignity in the world I could not 
wish to hear it on any account. Children should ask 
their parents for forgiveness ; but I cannot well imagine 

the contrary case. Just as little " she stopped, and 

the deep blush again covered her face. 

" Just as little could you desire to see the man humbled 
in his own eyes. Is it not so, Felicitas P" he interrupted, 
and thus completed the sentence she had commenced. 
There was something approaching to joy in his voice. 
" But such a high-minded view to take of the matter 
has also its consequences," he continued, after a mo- 
ment's silence. " And now be amiable and calm, and 
reflect whether it is not the duty of the woman to offer 
the man her helping hand when he wishes to atone for 
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an error. Stop ! I will listen to no reply now. I see 
by your eyes that it would be qnite different from what 
I desire. I wiU wait patiently-a time may come when 
the solitary pine-tree on the rock would not use its 
weapons!" 

He departed. Her eye rested on the ground where 
the shamrock which he had plucked as an emblem of 
good fortune was lying, after having fallen &om his 
hand. It lay there, with its four little leaves spread 
out. She dared not take it up — she had nothing to do 
with his happiness ; but she walked carefully by — neither 
could she trample on it ! 



CHAPTER XXI. 



After a number of beautifcd, sunshiny spring days 
the weather broke, and dark, heavy clouds hung over 

the little town of X . In such gloomy weather 

the old Merchant-house on the market-place always as- 
sumed the gloomy, heavy appearance which it had 
worn ages before, when inhabited by its knightly oc- 
cupiers. 

To-day all the curtains of the front windows were 
drawn down. Adele was suffering from a violent head- 
ache, and was, besides, in a state of indescribable ex- 
citement ; her room had been darkened and all noise 
forbidden. The female form which year after year sat 
punctually every morning beside the asclepias plant at 
the window on the ground-floor was not to be seen. 
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The grey sky seemed like an evil presage for the day, 
which indeed was fated to be one of the darkest and 
most disagreeable in the life of the stem woman. It 
was the day appointed for the opening of the will. 
According to her own wish, no person but her two sons 
and Henry, the servant-man, should be present. She 
had to take the place of her absent son, Nathanael, and 
must therefore be present on the occasion. 

Towards midday she returned across the market- 
place, in company with John. Henry followed both of 
them at a respectful distance. Deaths and dangerous 
illnesses in the circle of her relations had never had any 
effect on the appearance of her features, always hard as 
marble. Her strong mind, which nothing could bend, 
her deep piety, which had always made her bear such 
trials without tears, had often been held up as an ex- 
ample to other women, when heart-broken and lost in 
their grief. To-day the little town was afforded the 
strange spectacle of seeing that model of imbending 
strength of character giving way. On the cheeks of 
the stately lady lay the tell-tale glow of interior ex- 
citement ; her usually solenm gait exhibited haste and 
hurry, and when she addressed an observation to her 
son, walking beside her, she was not herself conscious of 
the angry tone in which she spoke. 

The young widow, notwithstanding her headache, 
had been standing behind the curtains watching for 
their return. When she saw them entering the hall- 
door she came down — ^with, indeed, ashy pale cheeks and 
haggard eyes, but, notwithstanding, wearing an ex- 
tremely pretty mourning dress — in order to find out 
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what had happened. They all went together into the 
parlour. 

" Now congratulate us, Adele !" cried Madame Hell- 
wig, with deep bitterness and a forced laugh. " She 
has left forty-two thousand thalers in ready money, 
which justly belongs to the HeUwig family, and they 
do not receive a single penny of it. That will is the 
maddest thing that you can imagine. But nothing can 
be done, and we must submit to the frightful injustice. 
Now you see what can happen when the head of a house 
is an idle, careless person. If it were I, such things 
could never have come to pass. I cannot understand 
how my late husband, without any security whatever 
in his pocket, could have let that old woman remain so 
long in his house without keeping the slightest watch 
over her." 

The Professor had been walking up and down with 
his hands folded behind him. A dark cloud lay on his 
brow, and from under his wrinkled eyebrows glances of 
deep vexation were cast towards his mother. He now 
stopped and stood facing her. 

" Who was the cause of our old aunt being driven 
up there imder the roof ?" he asked solemnly and em- 
phatically. " Who strengthened the then head of our 
family, my father, in his dislike to her P and who un- 
mercifully forbade all intercourse between us children 
and our aged relative ? It was you, mother ! If you 
wished to inherit the property you should have acted 
quite differently." 

" Now, can you for a moment think that it was pos- 
sible for me to be on good terms with her — I who 
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always walked in the ways of Grod, and that woman, 
laden with guilt, who desecrated the Sabbath, and 
never lived in the true faith ? She will now find herself 
driven for ever from the sight of the Lord ! No ! no 
person on earth could have forced me to it. But she 
should have been declared incapable of managing her 
affairs, and put under restraint. Tour father could 
have found a thousand ways of doing so at his com- 
mand." 

John's visage became deadly pale; he cast a deeply- 
shocked look on his mother, took up his hat silently, 
and quitted the room. He had just looked into an 
abyss. And that strict belief, according to the letter 
of the law— that terrible Christian pride, under which a 
boundless egotism dared to conceal itself in the disguise 
of the most perfect righteousness, had for years ap- 
peared to him as a halo of glory around his mother s 
head. That was the female character which he had 
so long placed before him as the ideal of all a woman 
should be. He had to acknowledge to himself that he 
had one time held the same principles as his mother 
and as the instructor of his youth. Indeed they scarcely 
came up to his ideas in intolerance and bigotry. Yes, 
he was then an unwearied combatant to make their sect 
a mighty one, and had strenuously endeavoured to draw 
souls imder its control, in the firm conviction that he 
was saving them from hell. And that poor, helpless 
orphan, with her little head full of clear, ideal thoughts ; 
with the proud, upright, deep-thinking mind — he had 
seized her with his rough hand, and plunged her into 
that lightless, deadly cold region. How must she have 
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Buffered — the sweet nightingale — under the raven ! 
He placed his hand over his eyes, as if his head was 
growing dizzy, slowly ascended the stairs, and shut 
himself up in his lonely study. 

Whilst those events were taking place in the parlour, 
a similar scene of excitement and annoyance was being 
performed in the servants' room. The old cook was 
running up and down as if she was mad, with the rib- 
bons of her cap flying loose about. Henry, however, 
was standing before her, firm and immovable as a rock 
beside the sea. He was in his Sunday clothes, and his 
countenance exhibited a singular mixture of joy, me- 
lancholy, and bad humour. 

" You must not think I envy you, Henry ; that would 
be imchristian," cried Frederica. " I wish you joy for it, 
indeed. Two thousand thalers ! " She clasped her hands 
and let them fall again. " You have more luck than 
sense, Henry ! Good Grod, all the trouble I have given 
myself during my whole life — always going to church 
regularly, even in the coldest weather in winter, and 
praying hard for good luck, and have never got a 
penny; and what wonderful good fortune comes to that 
fellow ! Two thousand thalers ! Why, it's a regular 
fortune, Henry ! But there's one thing strikes me : 
can you keep the money with a good conscience P In 
justice the old lady should not have left you a penny — 
of right it all belongs to the family. If you look on it 
in that way, you are regularly stealing the money. I 
hardly know what I should do in your place." 

" I'll take it ; I'll take it, Frederica !" said Henry, 
with all the appearance of a perfectly easy mind. 
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The old cook ran into the kitchen, and shut the door 
after her, with a bang. 

The will of the old maid, which had raised such 
violent storms in the old Merchant-house, had been de- 
posited with the proper authorities ten years before. 
After the usual introduction, its contents were as fol- 
lows : — 

" 1. In the year 1633, Lutz von Hirschsprung, son 
of Adrian von Hirschsprung, who was murdered by a 
Swedish soldier, left the town of X , to settle else- 
where. To this collateral branch of the old knightly 
family, which has here become extinct, I bequeath — 

" a. Thirty thousand thalers from my personal pro- 
perty. 

" b. The gold bracelet on which are engraved some 
lines in old German, surroimded by a wreath. 

" c. The autograph manuscript of Bach's operetta. It 
is contained in portfolio No. 1, of my collection of auto- 
graphs of celebrated composers, and bears the name 
' Qotthelf von Hirschspnmg.' 

" I request the authorities to insert advertisements in 
the journals, calling on this collateral branch, and to re- 
peat them as often as necessary. If, however, within a 
year no claimant should appear, it is my wish and will 
that the capital of thirty thousand thalers, together 
with what may be realised by the sale of the bracelet 
and of Bach's operetta, be handed to the chief magis- 
trate of the town of X , to be used for the following 

purpose. 

" 2. The above capital to be securely invested, and the 
interest every year to be divided into eight equal parts, 



236 The Old Maid's Secret. 

m 

and given to eight teachers in the public schools of X , 

in such a way that no one of them shall be preferred or 
passed over. Directors and Professors to have no claim. 

" I endow this charity with the firm belief that it will 
do as much good as if I were to call into life a public 
benevolent institution. The profession of the teacher 
is still the step-chUd of the State — the men whose 
labours form a strong stone in the foundation of the 
people's welfare are still exposed to bitter pecuniary 
cares, whilst thousands become rich and great through 
their mental efforts. I trust that others may direct 
their eyes on those shadows in our bright age of pro- 
gress, and raise and support a calling the high im- 
portance of which is badly imderstood by so many. 

" 3. All the silver plate and articles of jewellery I pos- 
sess, with the exception of the above-mentioned bracelet, 
I bequeath to the head of the then house of Hell wig, as 
old family possessions which should not pass into strange 
hands. Also all my beds, linen, and furniture. 

" 4. My manuscript collection of celebrated composers, 
with the exception of the above-mentioned operetta by 
Bach, are to be sold by the authorities. I bequeath the 
proceeds to my two nephews, John and Nathanael Hell- 
wig, as I have always lamented the fact of my not being 
permitted to make them a present at Christmas." 

Then followed legacies to several poor people, 
amounting to about twelve thousand thalers, including 
two thousand to Henry, and one thousand to the woman 
who attended on her. 

Henry had informed Felicitas of the contents of the 
will as well as he was able. The place where the old 
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maid had concealed the plate and jewellery was not 
described, according to what he told her. The young 
girl was rejoiced. If the priyate compartment was not 
discovered by accident, she would have it in her power 
to destroy the small grey box, without any other living 
person casting his eyes on it. 

** I never knew such a thing in my life, Fae !" said 
Henry, sadly, as they were sitting alone together in the 
servants' room. " I fear you'll never do any good in 
the world. If the old maid had only lived twenty-four 
hours longer, she would have made a new will, and 
you would have all that money — she loved you dearly." 

Felicitas smiled. The entire courage of youth, which 
is conscious of its strength, and to which nothing is 
farther than the idea of striving for mere money, or 
the cares of helpless old age, lay in that smile. 

" It is just as well as it is, Henry," she answered. 
" All the poor people to whom she has left the money 
want it much more than I do ; and as to the disposal 
of the bulk of her property, Aimt Cordula must have 
had weighty reasons of her own for acting as she did, 
and she, without doubt, would not have changed her 
views in another will." 

" Yes, yes ; she must have had some motive for leaving 
it to the Hirschsprungs !" said Henry, reflectingly. " I 
remember old Hirschsprung well ; he was a shoemaker, 
and made my first pair of boots — a thing not easily for- 
gotten. He lived in my street, not far from our house, 
and the neighbours used to remark that his son and the 
old maid often played together, when children. The 
young man afterwards became a student, and the old 
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maid was very fond of him — so people said. They also 
said — and that vexed me most of all — that her love for 
him was the cause of the death of her feither, old Mr. 
Hellwig. He conld not bear the idea of it, and on one 
occasion she enraged him so much, and he became so 
violent with her, that he dropped dead. Whether that's 
tnie or not I don't know. Some time after, the old maid 
travelled to Leipzig. The student died of a nervous 
fever, and she remained with him, and cared him to 
the last. Her relations were regularly fiirious about 
that. They accused her of being a base woman, and 
disowned her ; and no one afterwards saw her coming 
back, or knew why she returned. Let all that be as it 
may, it seems curious to me that people should be left 
the money who quitted the place years upon years be- 
fore, and could then claim no relationship whatever 
with the student. I'd like that to be explained to me." 

On the day following the seals were removed from 
the property in the attics. 

The weather continued very bad for several days 
afker. It rained almost without ceasing day and night, 
and the water splashed down on the market-place from 
the dragons' heads which projected from the old house. 
Those iron, wide-opened mouths on the roof looked more 
savage than ever ; the discoloured foam which formed 
beneath, between the paving-stones, looked like poison 
or gall. They had witnessed during many years how 
the treasures in the old house had increased ; how a 
stream of gold flowed in, of which the world only re- 
ceived again a small, carefully- watched rivulet. And 
what an unheard-of thing was now happening ! A con- 
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siderable property was going out of that house to be 
scattered abroad ; and neither the walls strong as steel, 
nor the woman with the features hard as iron, could 
hold it back. 

Felicitas, during the wet weather, had retired to the 
apartment near the servants' room. She was not asked 
to do any of the heavy work of the house — doubtless in 
accordance with the Professor's strict orders. To make 
up for this, she was sitting almost buried in old linen, 
which she was mending. She must do something. She 
would eat no bread that she did not earn. 

Outside, in the court-yard, the rain fell unceasingly. 
Now and then the crowing of the cocks sounded from 
the poultry-yard, or a stray pigeon alighted on the 
window-sill. Light, noise, and movement appeared 
deadened and suppressed ; and that universal apathy 
appeared also in the face of the pale girl sitting at the 
window. It is true that her hand with the thimble rose 
and sank unceasingly and mechanically, but her magni- 
ficent profile bent with an almost stupid appearance 
over the work. life, with its terrible experiences, had, 
up to the present, endeavoured in vain to impress the 
stamp of suffering and resignation on those features. 
They had only become paler ; it appeared as if they 
wished, in the expression of an unsubdued spirit, to 
mould themselves to an appearance of stubborn re- 
sistance. 

But imder the coarse, dark material of her dress, beat 
a deeply-disturbed heart ; and whilst her hand was re- 
pairing and concealing all damages, her mind was 
troturing itself about the trials and struggles that 
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might be in store for her. The authorities had searched 
without result for the silver plate and jewellery of the 
old maid. At first that circumstance had eased the 
painfully-excited mind of the young girl, but later 
Henry went about disturbed and in considerable excite- 
ment ; Madame Hellwig had cast very suspicious looks 
on the servant-man, and informed the officers of the law 
that he and a servant-woman were the only persons 
that for years had any intercourse with the old lady. 
On this account they had examined the honest fellow 
in anything but a gentle manner. He was almost out 
of his mind. What anguish for Felicitas, to be obliged 
to see the bitter trouble of that old, faithful friend, 
without being able to allow even a hint of the secret to 
pass her lips ! As calm and cautious as he had hitherto 
shown himself in all. the circumstances of life, he was 
by no means so in the face of this suspicion ; and the 
young girl feared, with justice, that in the irresistible 
pressure on him to shake off the hateful suspicion, he 
might be hasty and lose his self-command. And here 
the greatest caution was necessary, in order to preserve 
the Old Maid's Secret. 

It was now doubly difficult to get to the attic rooms. 
The Professor, on the day the seals were removed, had 
walked through the apartments of his mysterious old 
aunt with the greatest astonishment, and had formally 
taken possession of them as head of the family. Possibly 
when he saw the original and tasty arrangement of the 
rooms, a sudden light had burst on him with regard to 
the disposition and habits of his outlawed relative. He 
did not permit a single article of furniture to be removed 
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from its place, and he had even got angry when he saw 
Adele taking a pin from an old pincushion. It seemed 
as if he wished to spend the remainder of his time in 
his mother's house up imder the roof. Only at meal 
times did he come down to the parlour in the lower story 
of the front house, and then always with a dissatisfied 
expression of countenance. But the yoimg widow had 
also been seized on by a passion for the ' charmingly 
quiet retreat ;' she asked her cousin, as a special favour, 
to allow her to go oftener to the attic dwelling. Bosa 
had to scour the floors, and Adele with her own tender 
hands dusted the furniture. Aimt Cordula's room did 
not, therefore, remain imwatched for a minute. In ad- 
dition, John had caused the old-fashioned, inconvenient 
lock to be removed from the painted door, and replaced 
by another ; the key which Felicitas had was therefore 
quite useless, and she could only enter by way of the roof. 

At the thought that she might be compelled to gain 
admittance into the careftdly-closed rooms like a mid- 
night robber, she trembled with horror and excitement. 
This watching for the first unguarded moment when the 
imsuspicious inhabitant might be away was becoming 
hateful to her. Nevertheless, she kept her mind firmly 
fixed on the object she had in view, and a thrill of an- 
guish would go through her when she thought that the 
time she could remain in the house was now limited to 
about two weeks. 

The rain ceased at last. A clear, blue sky shone over 
the court-yard; the weeds growing there dried their 
wet leaves in the warm, fresh breeze ; the swallows, 
whose numerous nests hung from the roof, flew about 



242 The Old Maid's Secret 

unweariedly, and their little blue backs sparkled in 
the warm sunlight. It was a day which tempted one 
to go out. Most probably the meals would be taken in 
the garden, and then the way over the roof would be 
free. This hope of Felicitas, however, was not reaHzed. 
Immediately after dinner Eosa came to the window, and 
told her she was ordered to go with Anna to the garden : 
the Professor had promised the child to send her there. 
The family were to follow later and take their supper 
in it. 

Now, Felicitas, with Anna by the hand, was walking 
* by order' through the solitary garden. Instead of the 
boards of the high, ^iry gallery, she had the gravel of 
the path imder her feel. During the rain thousands of 
roses had burst forth. On the elegant grass-plot of the 
front part of the garden stood high rose-trees, extending 
their lovely flowers, glossy as satin, above the humble 
grass, like the purple of a king over his people. In the 
vegetable garden the rose-bushes were low and not so 
prominent ; their delicate flowers, exhaling their odour, 
mingled with that of the hiimbler and less lovely plants. 

Felicitas walked past the magnificent flowers with 
her head deeply sunk, and the good-tempered child 
toddled on beside her with diiEculty. She kept silent ; 
none of her childish chatter disturbed the meditation of 
the young girl. She thought, with a species of wild, 
burning pain, on the rose season of past years — roses 
had shone and smelled differently to her when Aunt 
Cordula's clear eyes, beaming with affection, were not 
extinguished ; when, sitting in the portico, on the quiet 
Sunday afternoons, near her pupil, listening motionless. 
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she read out from the classics, with her impressive, 
ahnost inspired voice, whilst the most delicious odours 
were wafted in from the gallery, and the eye gazed on 
the fiedr Thiinngian land stretching away in the dis- 
tance. There the sweet feeling of home had grown 
gradually in the soul of the young girl ; she felt herself 
happy in those peacefcd rooms, guarded and led by a 
truly maternal love. She had been free, if only for a few 
hours ; unchained in her movements, her ideas, and in 
the expressions which came from her lips. How diffe- 
rently then, indeed, did the roses shine and give forth 
their perfume for her, and how much sunnier was the 
world ! 

She raised her head and looked across the hedge into 
the neighbouring garden. She there saw the white 
head-dress of Madame Frank. The old lady was sitting 
with her son at the coffee table. He was reading out 
to her ; whilst she, comfortably seated in an arm-chair, 
let the bright knitting-needles glide quickly through 
her fingers. There was a homely and peaceful air 
about them. Felicitas said to herself, that amongst 
such persons she would be free to a certain extent ; that 
in her intercourse with them, so humane and high- 
nunded, she certainly would not be in the condition of 
the automaton, who, *at command,' must go and 
move her hands, whilst her eyes and lips never dared 
to betray the presence of a quick, independent mind. 

Despite these thoughts, her ideas were still gloomy. 
Even before Aimt Cordula's death a something had 
lain on her soul about which her mind had not been 
very clear— a dark grief which, when she attempted to 

b2 
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analyze it more closely, retreated like a phantom ; one 
thing only was certain, this something had to do with 
the presence of her former torturer. Before his arrival 
she felt convinced that his personal appearance would 
increase her annoyance and bitterness, but she had 
never imagined that those feelings could operate so 
powerfolly and so enigmatically on all the feelings and 
forces of her soul. 

Now and then the sound of the reader's voice came 
across the hedge ; there was considerable melody in the 
topes, but they did not possess the power of modulation 
which the once so monotonous voice of the Professor 
had gained in so extraordinary a manner with years. 
From whence came this comparison into the mind of 
Felicitas P She shook her head to drive it away. She 
compelled her thoughts to take another course, and be- 
gan to reflect on a subject which, since the opening of 
the will, had often caused her deep meditation. The 
authorities had appointed the lawyer Frank as trustee 
for the probably existing heir of the Hirschsprung fa- 
mily. For the last few days advertisements, calling on 
the heir to appear, had been inserted in the newspapers. 
Felicitas awaited the result with passionate suspense- 
it might be the cause of bitter pain to her. If the 
Hirschsprung family from Kiel should answer this 
announcement, which would give them a considerable 
fortune, the suspicion that the actor's wife was an out- 
cast would be strengthened. What kind of beings must 
they be in whose eyes such a tragic, terrible end could 
not atone for the fault conmutted ! Felicitas, therefore, 
did not connect a single hopeful thought with the pos- 
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sibl eappearanoe of her relatives ; on their aoooiint she 
had no wish to leave the darkness of her obscurity, 
nevertheless her heart beat excitedly at the thought 
that a day might come when the unrelenting grand- 
parents might meet their grand-daughter without sus- 
pecting who she was. 

Madame Frank had remarked Felicitas at the hedge. 
She stood up and walked over to it in company with her 
son. Both greeted the yoimg girl very cordially, and 
the lawyer expressed his joy at the idea that she would 
soon be coming to reside with them. After this, a long 
conversation on general topics took place. The expe- 
rienced man of the world was astonished at the dear 
and decisive manner in which the young girl expressed 
her often deep and original thoughts. They continued 
speaking for a long time on the most varied subjects. 
At last, Madame Frank asked after little Anna. Feli- 
citas took up the child in her arms, and pointed, with a 
pleasant smile, to a slight tinge of healthy colour which 
was beginning to cover her hitherto so pallid cheek. 

When going away Madame Frank shook hands with 
Felicitas, and the lawyer reached his hand also to her 
across the hedge, which the young girl took in a confi- 
dent and friendly manner. At that moment the gar- 
den door opened, and the Professor walked into the 
garden. He remained standing for a few moments, as 
if rooted to the ground ; he then slowly removed his 
hat and saluted. Felicitas perceived a deep red flying 
over his face. The lawyer opened his lips to speak to 
him, but he suddenly turned away his head, and went 
into the garden-house. 
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^^ Now that was once more the real greeting of an 
abBent-minded Professor," said jonng Frank, with a 
langh, to his mother. " The good John has evidently 
some imfortunate patient in effigie under his knife, and 
at such times he hardly knows his best Mend." 

The mother and son returned to the coffee-table, and 
Felicitas went to seek protection and shade in the grass- 
garden. 



CHAPTEE XXn. 

The high, green hedge was an excellent protection 
against the sun and the wind, which for some time was 
blowing rather hard, and also against unpleasant glances 
which might come from the garden-house in that di- 
rection. Felicitas was too well acquainted with the 
countenance of John not to know that it was anger and 
vexation, and not absence of mind, which had caused 
his recent way of acting. She also imagined she knew 
the cause of his annoyance. He always required strict 
obedience to his orders as a physician ; and, according 
to all that Rosa had related respecting his practice in 
Bonn, he was accustomed to see his wishes and will 
always respected. He had forbidden Felicitas several 
times, latterly indeed with marks of great impatience, 
to carry Anna, and he must have seen her to-day act- 
ing against his instructions. In this way only could 
she explain the look of vexation and astonishment 
which he had ctust on her when he entered the garden. 
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Felicitas Bat down on the bank of the long mill-stream. 
A solitary willow-tree raised its fine, light-coloured stem, 
and let its elastic branches fall over her like an arbour. 
In this sheltered place she was quite protected from the 
wind. The mill-stream, swollen by the recent rain, 
rushed swiftly by, its disturbed, muddy water mali- 
ciously tearing at the roots of the nut-trees growing on 
the bank. 

The child was plucking meadow-flowers, and Felici- 
tas had to make them into a wreath for her ' Uncle 
Professor,' as she called him. This troublesome work 
demanded patience and attention. Felicitas had her 
eyes fixed on the wreath, which was increasing in her 
hand. She did ifot see John stepping from behind the 
hedge, and walking quickly towards her across the 
grass. An exclamation from Anna startled her at 
length, but he was then beside her. She wished to 
arise ; he, however, gently caught her by the arm, and 
pushed her down again on the bank. He then sat down 
beside her. 

For the first time it happened that she sat near him, 

* 

even for a moment, quite ilnresistingly. Four weeks 
before she would have pushed away his hand with dis- 
gust and walked away from him. She now sat there 
motionless and powerless, as if under some spell. It 
annoyed her to see him latterly assume a so confident 
and imembarrassed manner of acting with regard to 
her. She desired nothing so much as to prove to him 
that she now, as formerly, hated and despised him, and 
would do so till her death ; but she could find neither 
courage nor words to tell him so. Her bashful glance 
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was cast on his features : they looked now anything 
but angry or discontented. Felicitas was irritated with 
herself at hairing to admit that his plain Tisage, in its 
firmness and determination, imposed on her. 

He sat for a few moments beside her without speak- 
ing ; she felt rather than saw his look fixed on her. 

^^ Oblige me, Felicitas, by taking that horrible thing 
from your head," he said at last, breaking the silence, 
and his Yoice sounded cahn, almost pleasant; and, 
without waiting for her reply, he took hold of the rim 
of her yery unbecoming hat, and threw it, with a ges- 
ture of contempt, on the grass. A sunbeam, which had 
been shining through the foliage on the black, plaited 
straw, now lay on the yoxmg girl's chestnut-brown 
locks, and the part on which it fell shone like spun 
gold. 

" Now I can see how your evil thoughts are working 
in your brain!" he said, with a faint attempt at a 
smile. '^ A fight in the dark has something in it hor- 
rible to my mind. I must see my antagonist, and 
that I have to do with a very stubborn one there" — he 
pointed to her brow — " I well know." 

To what did he wish this curious beginning to lead P 
Perhaps he expected some answer from her ; but she 
obstinately remained silent. Her fingers were fasten- 
ing together, without any synimetry,the different wild 
flowers which the child was unweariedly bringing to 
her. Those small hands, which would not let them- 
selves be disturbed in the task once begun, had lost, 
during her confinement for several days to the house, 
much of their brown colour, and appeared almost rosy. 
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John suddenly seized her right hand, turned it round, 
and examined the palm ; there indeed were marks 
which could not easily be removed. Hard welts co- 
vered the skin. The girl, who had been educated for 
labour according to the strict orders of her relentless 
guardian, had bravely prepared herself for that position 
in life — that, certainly, could not be denied. 

Although a deep blush spread over the face of Feli- 
citas during this examination — ^in very sensitive natures 
a fixed gaze on the palm of the hand causes almost the 
same feeling as if the features were stared at — her 
former resolute demeanour returned to her. Cahnly 
turning her head she looked up at him, and he slowly 
let her hand fall. He then passed his several times 
across his forehead, as if he were seeking to find expres- 
sion for some deep thought. 

"You attended school willingly. Is not that the 
case P" he suddenly asked. " Was mental employment 
a source of pleasure to you P" 

"Yes," she answered, astonished. The question 
seemed to her a singular one. Simple diplomatic modes 
of action did not lie in the nature of that man, as much 
as he had the faculty of speech under control. 

"Well, then," he continued, "you have, certainly, 
not forgotten what I said recently to you P" 

" I remember it still." 

"And you have naturally come to the conclusion 
that it is the duty of the woman to assist the man when 
he wishes to atone for an error committed P'' He leaned 
his hand on his knee, bent forward, and looked anx- 
iously into her face. 
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" Not unconditionally," she answered firmly, letting 
her hands, with the wreath, sink into her lap, and 
fixing her eyes steadily on his countenance. " I must 
first know in what that atonement consists." 

" Evasions," he murmured, and a gloom perceptibly 
came over his features. He seemed to forget that hi- 
therto he had spoken in a general way, and then con- 
tinued rather excitedly : " You need not guard yourself 
with such terrible strictness. I can assure you that, 
taking into account the expression of your countenance, 
no one will be inclined to ask anything supernatural 
£rom you. The matter in question is simply this, that 
you — let your mysterious career in life be what it 
may — will remain one year more under my guardian- 
ship, and spend that time only in improving your 
mind. Let me continue !" he proceeded in a louder 
tone, and with wrinkled brows, when she tried to inter- 
rupt him. " Do not consider that it is I who make 
this proposition to you ; but think that I only act ac- 
cording to the emphatic wish of my father when I thus 
desire to aid towards the improvement of your mind !" 

" It is too late for that now." 

" Too late ! At your early age ?" 

" You misunderstand me. Formerly, as an irrespon- 
sible, helpless child, I was compelled to accept alms. I 
had to do so. Now, on the contrary, I stand on my 
own feet. I can work, and will never accept a penny 
that I do not earn." 

The Professor bit his lips, and his brow sank so deep 
that his eyes almost became invisible. 

"I have taken that objection into consideration," 
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he replied coldly, " for I already thoroughly know your 
untaiuable pride. My plan is this. You will attend 
an educational establishment. I will lend you the ne- 
cessary money, and you will repay it to me later in as 
small sums as you like. I know an excellent place of 
the kind at Bonn, and am family physician to the wor- 
thy lady who is at the head of it. You will there re- 
ceive the very best instruction, and" — he added, with a 
voice trembling with emotion — " our parting for ever 
will be also postponed for a short time. In fourteen 
days my vacation wiU end ; I return to Bonn in the 
company of my cousin, and you can come with us. Fe- 
licitas, I have recently asked you to be good and calm, 
I now repeat that request. Do not obey the prompt- 
ings of your hurted feelings; forget, if only for the 
time being, the past, and let me atone for what still 
can be atoned for." 

She had listened attentively. As in his recent de- 
scription of his so-called vision, his voice had some- 
thing moving in it. He was not excited to such an 
extraordinary degree as on that occasion ; but the real 
and sincerely-expressed repentance which he laid open 
to her with such calm earnestness, without letting down 
his dignity as a man in the slightest degree, affected 
her even against her will. 

" If I had the power to decide as to my fdture, I 
would accept your proposal unconditionally, and with 
confidence,'' she said more gently than she had ever 
spoken to him before ; " but I am bound— on the day I 
leave Madame Hellwig's house, I enter on a new 
career." 
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" Are your arrangements unchangeable ?" 

" Yes ; my word once given is sacred to me. I will 
never change nor waver, even if in its consequences 
it should cause the greatest unpleasantness." 

He stood up hastily and retired a few steps. 

" And dare I ask you what you are about to 
do?" he inquired, without turning his face towards 
her. 

" Oh, yes," she answered carelessly : " I intended to 
inform Madame Hellwig the first time I could speak to 
her. Madame Frank has engaged me as her com- 
panion." 

Those last few words had the effect of a sudden stroke 
of lightning. John turned round suddenly, and a dark 
flame shot across his face. 

" The woman over there ?" he asked, as if he scarcely 
trusted his ears, and pointed with his hand towards the 
garden of the Franks. He returned quickly under the 
tree. " Put that idea completely out of your head," he 
said, in a decided and commanding tone of voice. ^^ I 
will never consent to it." 

The young girl nbw arose with an indignant gesture, 
letting the flowers, gathered with so much trouble, fall 
on the ground. " Tour consent P" she said haughtily. 
" I do not require it. In fourteen days I will be quite 
free, and can go where I wish." 

"The matter is now quite different, Felicitas," he 
said commandingly. " I have more power over you 
than you think. Tears may pass before my rights are 
extinguished, and even then — yes, even then — my per- 
mission must be asked." 
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" We shall see that !" she said coldly, and with a de- 
termined air. 

'^ Yes, we shall see it ! I had a conversation even 
yesterday with Dr. Bohm, the most trusted Mend of 
my late father, respecting all the circumstances of your 
reception into this family, and I learned the following. 
You were given into the charge of my father with the 
strict understanding that you should remain under his 
care until your own father would demand you back 
again, or till another and braver protector could be 
found who would bestow his name on you. My father, 
in the event of his death, appointed me, in writing, to 
ake his place, and I am firmly resolved to faithfully 
carry out the arrangement." 

The young girl now began to lose her self-command. 

" My God !" she cried, greatly excited, and clasped 
her hands, " shall my misery never cecuse P Shall I be 
compelled to live on in this frightful dependence ? For 
years the thought supported me that I should be free 
when eighteen years old. This thought alone enabled 
me to preserve a calm and tranquil exterior whilst I 
was suffering deeply in my soul. No, no ! I am no 
longer the patient creature who will allow herseK to be 
crushed down and trampled on out of respect for the 
will of the dead I I will not. I will have nothing 
more to do with the Hellwigs — at all risks I will shake 
off these hated fetters !'* 

John seized her two hands ; at her last words his fea-^ 
tures had become pale as death. 

'^ Bethink yourself, Felicitas," he said, in a calm but 
almost inaudible* voice : '^ do not rage against yourseK 
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like a small, weak bird, which dashes its head against 
its cage rather thai^ submit to the inevitable. Uated 
fetters ! Does it never strike you that you cause me 
unspeakable pain, with your harsh, unreflecting words P 
Tou shall be firee, quite free in your thoughts and ac- 
tions, only cared for and protected like a tenderly- 
beloved child. Felicitas, you shall now learn to know 
how it is when love thinks and cares for us. Only this 
once will I act as a guardian commanding you ; do not 
make the necessary steps more difficult to me by your 
resistance, which can help you in no way — that I dis- 
tinctly tell you. I will take the matter into my own 
hands, and make matters all right with Madame Frank." 

" Do so !" cried Felicitas, with quivering lips — ^from 
her countenance the Icust drop of blood seemed to have 
departed. " But I also will act, and you may be sure 
that I will guard myself, even to my last breath." 

Never during her young, heavily-tried life had such a 
storm raged in her interior as at that moment. New, 
imknown voices suddenly sprung up within her, which 
spoke powerftdly in that tumult — it seemed as if they 
were the echoes of his fervent, beseeching words. A 
fearful danger hung over her like a dark thunder- 
cloud — she felt that instinciively ; at all risks she must 
tear herself away from him, if she did not wish to faU a 
victim to it. It was already as if he had an irresistible 
power over her whole being — as if every harsh word she 
uttered to him struck back pauifally on her own heart. 

He had until now held her hands firmly, and whilst 
she spoke his eyes were riveted searchingly on her 
countenance, which, for a moment, unreservedly and, 
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passionately reflected the excitement of her mind. To 
the eyes of that physician and knower of men many 
secrets and operations of the human breast must have 
manifested themselves, quite different from those of the 
haughty and— even on account of its very purity and 
innocence — imguarded soul of the maiden. " All will 
be ineffectual," he said suddenly, and with almost a 
severe calmness. " I have my eyes open, and my arm 
reaches tolerably far. You cannot escape me, Felioi- 

tas. In no case will I leave you here in X , and I 

am determined not to retiim to Bonn mthout you^ 

The garden gate had been opened some time before, 
but the noise had not been heard by the speakers. 
Kosa now approached, and informed the Professor that 
his mother was awaiting him ill the sitting-room of the 
garden-house, and that the yoimg widow also anxiously 
desired his presence. 

" Is she unwell P" asked John roughly, without even 
turning towards the lady's maid. 

" No," she answered with astonishment ; " but my 
mistress has the coffee, which she prepared herself, 
almost ready, and she would wish you to come and 
drink it while it is hot. Mr. Frank is also in the 
drawing-room." 

" Very well, I will go," said the Professor ; but he 
made no motion towards leaving. Perhaps he hoped 
that Eosa would withdraw ; but in that he was disap- 
pointed. The girl began to occupy herself with Anna, 
who had commenced to cry over her flowers, which had 
been trampled on the ground. At length, with a dis- 
appointed air, he began to walk along the mill-stream. 
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" Do not remain here longer," he cried to Felicitas, 
turning back. " The wind is rising, and there will 
probably be heavy rain. Come with Anna into the 
garden-house." 

He disappeared behind the hedge. Felicitas walked 
quickly the entire length of the mill-stream. In her 
head, hitherto so clear, the ideas seemed to be mixed 
in chaotic confusion. She strove in vain to regain the 
necessary self-command and calmness to consider her 
present position, and to become mistress of it. She 
should then have to bear her yoke longer, and it would 
not be sufficient that her independence should be post- 
poned so long, but she must also live in his immediate 
vicinity, and hold intercourse with him for years, as if 
that were not the most dreadful task imposed on her. 
Had she not done all in her power to prove to him that 
she detested him in her inmost soul, and that she would 
remain relentless in her hate during her whole life. 
Was it not, therefore, the most refined cruelty to chain 
her to him in that manner P No ! she would rather a 
thousand times be ill-treated for years longer by Ma- 
dame Hellwig than be together, even for one month, 
with one who appeai:ed to have a really demoniacal 
power over her. Even already his very voice was able 
to throw into confusion her ideas, once so clear and 
orderly ; the indescribably mild and fervent tone which 
he now always used with her moved every fibre of her 
heart, and made it throb violently : that must certainly 
be the old hatred which boiled up within her ; but must 
she not eventually succumb, both physically and men- 
tally, to such terribly excited feelings? The vision 
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whioh he had recently related afforded her much io 
think on. Now the only possible explanation of it was 
confirmed by the words — "Felicitas, you shall now 
learn to know how it is when love thinks and cares for 
us." 

He evidently intended, despite her decided explana- 
tion, to arrange himself as to her career in life, and, 
later, to bestow her hand on any man he might select. 
Her heart became full of anguish at that thought. How 
daring and immoral were such views ! How could he 
compel any man to love her P He himself had con- 
ceived an imfortunate attachment, and on account of it 
was journeying lonely through life; and he dared to 
take upon him to decide as to her entire future. He 
must see that she laid claim to the same rights with re- 
gard to herself ; that she would not let herself be treated 
as a piece of merchandise. What could prevent her 
from going at once to Madame Frank, and placing her- 
self under her protection? But the small, grey box 
was there ; it chained her more firmly to the dreadful 
house than any human will could have done ; on account 
of it she must remain till the very last moment. 



CHAPTEE XXIII. 



Anna interrupted the painful meditation of the young 
girl. She affectionately took the haiid of Felicitas, and 
pulled her alpng the mill-stream. The wind was blow- 
ing with great strength through, the trees, it was even 

s 
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penetrating by gusts and blasts into the sheltered places. 
Curiously-shaped clouds were hurrying across the sun, 
casting their shadows, like gigantic birds, on the grass- 
plot and gravelled walks. Kose leaves were flying about 
in all directions, and even the strong hedge was bend- 
ing to the blast. 

How comfortable was it in the garden-house ! Feli- 
citas placed one of the garden chairs in the hall, sat 
down, and drew forth her work. The door of the small 
kitchen, and also that of the sitting-room, stood open. 
One could not imagine any one more amiable-looking 
than the young widow acting the part of the ' hospita- 
ble housewife.' She had tied on a richly-trimmed, 
black silk apron, and had arranged a dark purple rose 
in her light hair, just over her ear — she had evidently 
plucked it when passing a rose-bush, and placed it 
there as if without any premeditation ; but it certainly 
was wonderfully eflfective. Her small feet, in light- 
coloured little boots, moved about with wonderful agi- 
lity and grace ; and the expression of her rosy face was 
that of a harmless, innocent child, which with wonder- 
ful zeal performs a task allotted to it. Who could have 
ever dreamed that she was a widow and a mother P 

Whilst she was busying herself at the fireplace in the 
kitchen, a lively conversation was going on between Ma- 
dame Hellwig and the lawyer. The subject was the 
old maid's will. Henry and Frederica had told the 
young girl that the mistress could no longer talk or 
think of anything that was not connected with that un« 
fortunate document. Felicitas looked for a moment on 
the f6U5e of the stem woman ; it seemed wonderfully 
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changed for the worse, and in her manner of speaking 
there was unusual haste and excitement. Anger and 
annoyance had evidently still the mastery in her soul. 

The Professor was taking no share in the conversa- 
tion ; indeed, it appeared as if he did not hear it. He 
was walking up and down the room, with his hands he- 
hind his hack, and evidently lost in deep thought. Only 
now and then, when passing the door, did he raise his 
head, and cast a searching glance on the girl working 
in the hall. 

" My mind can never be easy again, as long as I live, 
my dear Frank !" repeated Madame Hell wig. " Every 
penny the Hellwigs possessed was hardly earned, and 
now, perhaps, some reprobate may get it, and squander 
in a short time the savings of an honourable family. 
What blessings the money, in our hands, could have 
scattered about !'* 

"But, dear aunt," said the yoxmg widow, in an 
amiable tone, just entering with the steaming coflfee-pot, 
"you are again annoying yourself about that horrible 
will, which always excites you so much ; you will cer- 
tainly make yourself ill. Think of your sons, and of 
me also, dear aunt, and try to forget it." 

" Forget it ?" cried Madame Hellwig ; " Never ! I 
have a character which, imfortunately, the young people 
of the present day seldom possess" — a contemptuous 
glance was cast towards her son. " The pain caused by 
an injustice done to me sticks in my blood and nerves. 
I cannot overcome it. How can you use such silly 
language to me, Adele ? You are frightfully superfi- 
cial!" 

s2 
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The young widow's face grew red ; a look of vexation 
spread over it, and the cup and saucer which she was 
reaching to Madame Hellwig rattled in her hand, but 
she preserved self-conunand enough to suppress the ma- 
licious answer which manifestly was just about to escape 
her lips. 

" That reproach I certainly do not deserve," she said, 
mildly, after a momentary silence. " No person can 
take that disgraceful aflPair more to heart than I. Not 
alone that I lament the pecuniary loss on account of 
you and of my cousins, but it always causes bitter feel- 
ings in the female mind when cases of moral depravity 
are met with. That cimning old woman was thinking 
half her life, up under your roof, how she could woimd 
and injure her relatives in the most seriotis manner. 
She has left the world, unpardoned by God or man, with 
a frightful weight of sin on her soul, which must close 
heaven for ever against her. It is terrible ! Dear John, 
may I offer you a cup of coffee P" 

" Thanks," answered the Professor, curtly, and con- 
tinued his walk. 

Her work had fallen from the hands of Felicitas. She 
listened breathlessly to the words coming from the slan- 
derous lips in the sitting-room. She well knew from 
Henry that the world had judged the old maid harshly 
and damningly, but it was the first time that she her- 
self heard it. Her blood flew boiling to her temples. 
Every word pierced her heart like the stab of a dagger. 
She suffered anguish on account of the dead almost 
greater than that of death itself. 
" Towhat extent the old lady sinned I know not," re- 
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marked the lawyer, " and indeed from all I hear nothing 
positive can be laid to her charge ; the scandal-mongers 
of our good town content themselves with dark insinua- 
tions. The way she has disposed of her property proves 
beyond doubt that she must have been a peculiar wo- 
man, with an unusually clear mind." 

Madame Hellwig laughed contemptuously, and turned 
her back on the old maid's defender. 

" My dear lawyer, it is your business to wash the 
blackest crimes white, and, in cases where the entire 
world has damned, to still find the innocence of an 
angel ; from that point of view I can understand you," 
said Adele, with a malicious air. "I, on the other 
hand, pardon me, have reasons for judging her quite 
difierently. Papa knew her. An unparalleled stub- 
bom woman, she literally tortured her father to death. 
How indifferent she was to her own reputation is proved 
by the fact of her scandalous residence in Leipzig, and 
by the strong mind, which you say she possessed, she 
was urged to the most terrible errors ; she was a free- 
thinker, a denier of God." ^ 

At that moment Felicitas sprung up, and stepped 
over to the door of the sitting-room. With her right 
arm stretched forth majestically, and her face, hitherto 
pale, covered with a vivid scarlet, she stood there, beau- 
tiful and angry as an avenging angel. The rosy lips 
which had, unreflectingly, and firmly convinced of their 
truth, uttered such feaj^ul accusations, involuntarily be- 
came silent at her appearance. 

"She was never a denier of God!" said the young 
girl, with a firm voice, and her flaming eyes were riveted 
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on Adele. " Her mind was certainly independent ; she 
sought to serve God in what she considered the best 
manner, for she believed that many roads lead to Him. 
The conflict between the Bible and natural science never 
troubled her mind. Her convictions were not based on 
mere words, but on the creation of Grod itself, on her 
own existence, on the heavenly gift of thought, and 
on the independent working of the imtnortal human 
soul. like thousands of others, she did not go to church 
to pray to God in an elegant bonnet and a silk dress ; 
but when the bell rang she humbly knelt down before 
the Most High, and I believe her prayer was more 
pleasing to Him than the prayers of those who hourly 
call on Him, and with the same hps nail the names of 
their neighbours on the cross." 

The yoimg lawyer had involuntarily stood up; he 
leaned his hand on the back of his chair, and with an 
almost incredulous expression of countenance gazed on 
the brave girl. 

" You were acquainted with the mysterious lady ?" 
he asked, with bated breath, when Felicitas had ceased 
speaking. 

" I have been daily in her company." 

" That is certainly a charming new discovery," said 
Adele. This remark was intended to be ironical, but 
the voice of the young widow had lost its confidence to 
a considerable extent, and her face for a moment com- 
pletely lost its colour. " Then, doubtless, you can re- 
late many a piquante circumstance of the past life of your 
venerable acquaintance ?" she asked, in a studiously 
careless tone, playing all the time with the coffee-pot. 
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" The old lady never spoke to me of her past life," an- 
swered Felicitas, calmly. She knew that she had con- 
jured up a terrible storm. She now must keep her 
blood cool. 

" What a pity !" said the young widow, ironically, 
and moving her head from side to side. The blooming 
colour had again returned to her cheeks. " I admire 
exceedingly your wonderful talents as an actress, Caro- 
line ! You have succeeded wonderfully in concealing 
those secret interviews. Dear John, do you now re- 
pent of your evidently false judgment of her charac- 
ter r 

The Professor had stood still with astonishment in 
the middle of the room when Felicitas appeared on the 
threshold. Her words of defence, to the point, cutting, 
and melodious, almost poured from her lips, and her 
clear, logical mind could be perceived in all she said. 
The last insulting question remained unanswered. — 
John's gaze rested fixedly on Felicitas. He smiled as 
he perceived that she, with all her self-command, qui- 
vered under the insult. 

** Was that your only secret ?" he asked her. 

" Yes," answered the young girl, and her cahn eye 
lighted up. Wonderfully enough, at the sound of his 
voice the conviction flashed on her mind that she should 
not have to stand alone in the inevitable struggle. 

" Later you were to have lived with the old aunt, 
and that was the happiness you hoped for ?" he asked 
again. 

"Yes." 

If the young widow had not been so much occupied in 
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talking about the * immasked hypocrite/ she coidd not 
but have been startled at the perfect beam of pleasure 
which issued from John's eyes, and at the unwonted 
joyful expression which overspread his comitenance. 

Questions and answers had, up to this, succeeded 
each other with lightning rapidity, and Madame Hell- 
wig had been allowed no time to recover from her amaze- 
ment. Motionless as a statue she leant back in her 
easy-chair; her knitting-needles feU from her hands, 
and the ball of white worsted rolled unheeded to the 
centre of the room. 

" That is a highly interesting discovery for me," cried 
the lawyer, quickly approaching Felicitas. " Do not 
fear that I want to bring to light any supposed secrets 
of the dead ; that is far froin my mind. But perhaps 
you are in a position to give me information respecting 
some things mentioned in the will, and which are im- 
accountably missing.'* 

God in heaven ! She would be suspected of having 
taken the missing plate and jewellery. She felt a shiver 
run through her whole frame. Her face became as 
white as snow, and she cast down her eyes confusedly. 
At that moment she looked exactly like a conscious cri- 
minal. 

" As a passionate lover of music and collector of 
autographs, I have been in a regular state of excite- 
ment since the opening of the wiU," continued the 
lawyer, after having hesitated for a few moments, struck 
by the remarkable change in the appearance of Feli- 
citas. "The will distinctly mentions an autograph 
collection of celebrated composers, but up to the present 
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our searchfor it has been unsuccessful. Several persons 
say that the deceased was not quite right in her head, 
and that this portion of the property was a chimera of 
her brain. Have you ever seen such a collection in the 
possession of the old lady ?" 

" Yes," answered Felicitas, breathing more freely, 
but at the same time deeply annoyed on thinking of 
its fate. " I was acquainted with every sheet of it." 

" Was it extensive ?" 

" It comprised almost all the celebrated names of the 
last century." 

" An opera by Bach — I consider that description an 
error, however — is mentioned more than once in the 
will ; can you remember the title of the work ?" asked 
the lawyer, in the greatest suspense. 

"Oh, yes," said the young girl, quickly; "the de- 
ceased made no mistake in that either. It was an ope- 
retta. Johann Sebastian Bach composed it for the town 
ofX , and it was performed in the old market- 
house. The title was, * The Cleverness of the Authori- 
ties in Eegulating the Brewing of Beer.' " 

" Is it possible ?'* cried the young man ; he started 
back with astonishment. "Then, that composition, 
which was a kind of myth to the musical world, really 
exists ?" 

" It was the score, written by Bach's own hand," con^ 
tinned Felicitas. " He had presented it to a certain 
Gotthelf von Hirschsprung, and by inheritance it after- 
wards came into the hands of the deceased." 

" Those are priceless discoveries ! And now I pray you 
to tell me where the collection is to be found." 
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She stood on the brink of a precipice. Enraged that 
Aunt Cordula's clear mind should be considered out of 
order, she had disclosed everything in order to disprove 
the vile calumny. In her zeal in defending her she for- 
got what her disclosures must lead to. Now she had to 
answer the painful question directly, or tell a falsehood. 
The latter she could not do. 

" As far as I know it no longer exists," she said, in a 
lower tone than she had hitherto used. 

" No longer exists ! You mean by that it, has been 
dispersed, and no longer f5rms a complete collection ?" 

Felicitas remained silent. She wished herself miles 
away from her importunate questioner. 

" Or can it be that it was really destroyed ?" he con- 
tinued, in amazement. "If so, explain to me how it 
happened." 

It was a most painful situation. The woman was 
sitting there who should be compromised by her disclo- 
sure. How often, in moments of passionate excitement, 
had a deep feeHng of revenge arisen in her mind against 
her heartless tormentor ! She had at such times thought 
that it would be sweet to see that hateful woman suflfer. 
Now such a moment had arrived : she had it in her 
power to humble the stern woman, who had. committed 
an illegal action. How little had she herself then 
known the nobleness of her own nature ! — she was quite 
incapable of revenge. She cast a stolen look towards 
her enemy — the glance of a tiger met hers ; that, how- 
ever, had no effect on her. 

" I was not present when the collection was destroyed, 
and cannot, therefore, give you any information respect- 
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ing it," she said, firmly and decidedly, so that all saw that 
she would tell nothing regarding the matter. This mode 
of acting was to cost her dear, for now the storm broke 
loose which had been silently gathering over her head. 
Madame Hellwig had stood up ; she leaned both her 
hands on the table, and her eyes shone with a real de- 
moniacal fury. 

" Wretched creature ! do you believe you are obliged 
to spare me ?" she cried, with a voice quivering with 
rage. " You dare to imagine that I have cause to con- 
ceal any action of mine from the world, and that you 
must screen me. You !" She turned her head con- 
temptuously away, and directed her grey eyes, which 
had regained their usual coldness and haughty indif- 
ference, on the lawyer. " I am only accustomed to 
give an account of my deeds to God, my Lord," she 
said ; " what I do is done in His name, for Ilis honour, 
and for the good of His holy Church. But, neverthe- 
less, my dear Mr. Frank, you shall learn what has be- 
come of those * priceless papers,' simply for the reason 
that the person there may not remain for a moment 
imder the delusipn I could have any sQpret in conmion 
with her. The deceased Cordula Hellwig was an 
Atheist — a lost soul ; whoever defends her only proves 
that he is going the same road himself. Instead of 
praying for her lost peace of mind, she smothered the 
voice of her conscience with the poison of profane and 
sensual music. Even on the Sabbath she desecrated my 
quiet house by her sinful conduct ; all day she sat be- 
fore her unholy music-books, and the more she played the 
more stiff-necked and stubborn did she become against 
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all my efiforts to save her soul. Since that time I had 
no more ardent desire than to have an opportunity of 
banishing from the world those good-for-nothing inven- 
tions of man, in which God has no share, and which 
seduce souls away from the path of salvation. I have 
burned the papers, my dear Mr. Frank." 

She uttered these last words in a loud tone, and with 
an expression of unspeakable triumph. 

" Mother !" cried the Professor, horrified, and he has- 
tened towards her. 

" What, my son ?" she asked, with a repelling gesture. 
Her figurewas erect ; she stood as if in brazen armour. 
" You evidently wish to reproach me for having deprived 
you and Nathanael of that valuable legacy," she con- 
tinued, with indescribable contempt. " Calm yourself; 
I have long had the intention of giving you the few 
thalers I have myself saved, so you will rather gain in 
the matter." 

"The few thalers !" repeated the lawyer; he was 
almost quivering with anger and disappointment. " Ma- 
dame Hellwig, you will have the pleasure of being 
obliged to pay five thousand thalers to your sons." 

"Five thousand thalers!" cried Madame Hellwig, 
with a loud laugh. " That is certainly a good joke ! 
Those wretched, dirty papers. Do not be ridiculous, 
my dear Mr. Frank." 

"You will have to pay dearly for those wretched, 
dirty papers, I repeat I" answered the young man, seek- 
ing to recover his self-command. " To-morrow I will 
lay before you an autograph document of the deceased, 
which sets down the value of the collection of manu- 
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scripts at five thousand thalers, not even including,the 
opera by Bach. Understand me distinctly, Madame 
Hellwig, when I tell you that there is no knowing what 
may be the result of the position you have put yourself 
into with regard to the Hirschsprung heirs, on account 
of the destruction of that priceless work.'' He struck 
his forehead with his hand in the excess of his excite- 
ment. "It is incredible!" he cried. "John, at this 
moment I remind you of the assertion which I gave 
utteranxje to a few weeks ago. You could not be con- 
victed in a more striking manner.'' 

The Professor did not answer. He had walked over 
to a window, and was gazing into the garden. How far 
the argument of his greatly-excited Mend convinced 
him could not be ascertained. 

For a moment it appeared that Madame Hellwig felt 
that she had conjured up an invisible chain of disagreea- 
ble consequences by her wanton conduct; Her de- 
meanour suddenly lost its inflexible appearance of 
infallibility and undisturbed composure, and the mock- 
ing smile which she endeavoured to maintain had 
degenerated into a mere distortion of her lips. But 
how could the unheard-of circimistance ever come to 
pass that the stem woman could be placed in a position 
to repent of any step she had once taken ? She had 
always acted in the name of the Lord ; therefore no 
error, no fault was possible. She recovered herself 
quickly. 

" I remind you, my dear lawyer, of what you yourself 
remarked a very short time ago," she said, coldly and 
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stiffly. " It was supposed, on good grounds, that the 
mind of the deceased was astray, and it certainly would 
not be difficult to bring forward sufficient proof of that 
fact. Who will then be able to say that her ridiculous 
document respecting the value of those things was not 
written by her when in a state of mental derange- 
ment ?" 

" I will," cried Felicitas, quickly and firmly, although 
her voice trembled with emojtion — " I will endeavour to 
ward off such attacks upon the dead as long as I am 
able, Madame Hellwig ! There was never a clearer or 
sounder mind than she possessed. My evidence, per- 
chance, may not be believed ; but if you even succeeded 
in persuading persons of the unsound condition of her 
mind, it could avail you nothing. The portfolios are 
still in existence in which the collection was contained. 
I saved them. On the inside of each is a complete list 
of what it contained. After the name of each autograph 
is written, with the greatest accuracy, when, from whom, 
and at what price it was purchased." 

" Oh ! then, I have nourished an excellent witness 
against me for years under my roof!" cried Madame 
HeUwig. " But now I will make my accusations against 
you ! So you have dared, with unexampled insolence, 
to deceive me for years ! You have eaten my bread, 
whilst you were calumniating me behind my back ! But 
for me you must have gone begging from door to door ! 
Away from before my eyes, you wretched traitress !" 

Felicitas did not stir from where she was standing. 
It seemed as if she grew stronger under the reproaches 
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turled at her. Her face was pale as death ; the un- 
bending, fearless spirit of the young girl had never been 
expressed so clearly on it as at that moment. 

" The reproach that I have deceived you, I deserve," 
she said, with wonderful self-command. " I have pre- 
served the strictest silence, andwoidd have suffered myself 
to be tortured to death rather than let a hint escape my 
lips — that is true. But this purpose of mine rested on 
very weak foundations. One good, kind word from your 
mouth, or glance from your eye, could have overturned 
it, for nothing is so repugnant to my nature as conceal- 
ment of my actions through fear. It was not, however, 
sinful deceit. Who would call the early Christians 
deceivers, because, in times of persecution, they assem- 
bled secretly and against the law ? I also had to save 
my soul !" She drew a deep breath, and riveted her 
brown eyes with an expression of energy on the fea- 
tures of the stem woman. " I was sunk in bottomless 
darkness were it not for the asylum and the protection 
which I found in the attic rooms. I could not believe 
in the ever-angry and punishing God to whom you 
pray, Madame Hellwig — in that implacable Being who 
leads his children into evil, in order then to be able to 
punish them. The deceased led me to the knowledge 
of that Grod who is all love and mercy, wisdom and om- 
nipotence, and who alone reigns in heaven and on 
earth. The deep desire for knowledge lay imconquered 
in my childish sotil. If you had let me hunger it would 
not have been so cruel as your unwearied efforts to 
crush down my mind — yes, systematically to kill it. I 
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have never calumniated you behind your back. When 
with her, your name never even passed our Kps. But I 
have defeated your intentions. I was her pupil." 

"Be oflF!*' roared Madame Hellwig, no longer mis- 
tress of herself, and pointing to the door. 

" Not yet, my dear aunt," said Adele, beseechingly* 
and catching hold of Madame Hellwig's arm. " You 
certainly will not let so valuable an opportunity escape 
you. My dear lawyer, you have excellently performed 
your duty as a passionate lover of music. Now I ask 
you to inquire, with the same zeal, where the missing 
jewellery and plate are concealed ? If any person has 
laid a hand on it, it is that shameless creature before 
you." 

The lawyer approached Felioitas, who was convul- 
sively holding on with her left hand to the door-frame. 
With a low bow he oflFered her his arm, and said in the 
kindest possible tone — " Will you allow me to see you 
to my mother's house ?" 

" Here is her place !" sounded suddenly in loud and 
firm accents from the lips of the hitherto silent Professor. 
He stood proud and erect beside Felicitas, and seized 
her right hand in his. 

The young lawyer stepped mechanically back. Both 
men remained silent for a few moments ; in the strange 
glances which they exchanged there was no longer ex- 
pressed the feeling of calm friendship. 

" Oh ! bravo ! two knights at once ! what a charming 
picture !" cried the young widow, laughing loudly ! A 
cup fell on the floor and was broken. At any other 
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moment the carelessness of Adele would have seriously 
vexed Madame Hellwig, but now she was standing 
motionless with anger and astonishment. 

" It appears that to-day I must often appeal to the 
past," said the lawyer, at last breaking the momentary 
silence with an accent of deep vexation. " You must 
remember, John, that in my presence you entirely re- 
nounced your authority, and therefore left it in my 
power to take the present step." 

"I do not contradict a syllable of what you say," an- 
swered the Professor coldly. " If you wish any further 
explanation of my conduct I am ready to give it to you 
at any time, but not here." • 

He drew FeHcitas from the door and walked with her 
into the garden. 

" Now, go back to the town, Felicitas," he said, and 
his once icy cold, grey eyes rested with indescribable 
tenderness on the face of the young girl. " That was 
your last struggle, poor little Fae ! Only one night 
more shaU you remain beneath my mother's roof; from 
to-morrow a new life commences for you !" 

He drew her hand, which he still held firmly, as if 
unconsciously, nearer to him ; he then let it fall, and 
walked back to the garden-house. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 



Felicitas quitted the garden with winged feet. The 
Professor was mistaken ; the evening, leaving the night 
out of the question, must not find her in the old Mer- 

T 
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chant-bouse. The moment had now arrived when she 
conld succeed in getting into Aunt Cordula's room. In 
the avenue she met the old cook, who was carrying the 
supper to the garden. There was therefore no person 
in the house but Henry. How the wind blew and 
moaned through the old, knotty lime-trees! it urged 
the yoimg girl onwards — this was on the level, &m 
ground, under the protection of thick foliage — ^butwhat 
a path awaited her above on the exposed house-top, on 
the slanting roof ! 

Henry opened the hall-door. Felicitas slipped in by 
him, went straight to the servants' room, and took the 
keys of the upper room from the wall. 

" What are you going to do, Fae ?" cried the old ser- 
vant-man in amazement. 

" I must restore your honour and gain my freedom. 
But be watchM down here, Henry !" she cried, and 
ran up the stairs. 

" Don't do anything foolish, Fae ! I hope it's nothing 
dangerous !" he cried out after her ; but she no longer 
heard him. He must remain below at his post, and be- 
gan to walk excitedly up and down the hall. 

Above the head of FeKoitas the wind blew in violent 
gusts, quickly succeeding each other. The old wood- 
work creaked, and she felt the draughts caused by the 
storm coming through the corridor. At that moment a 
cloud, partly black and partly bright, passed over the 
quadrangle of the roof, and the dinuned sunlight came 
down on that portion which was covered with flowers ; 
it cast a glitter on the panes of the glass-door of the 
portico, about which the ivy was luxuriantly growing, 
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and was reflected &om the agitated foliage of the wild 
vine. 

When Felioitas put her head out through the attic 
window a violent gust of wind blew against her face ; it 
deprived her of breath, and compelled her momentarily 
to retire. She allowed the blast to sweep by, and then 
got out through the window. Whoever could have seen 
that beautiful, pale countenance — with the firmly-com- 
pressed lips, and the gloomy, resolute expression — 
emerge from the attic window, must have felt that the 
girl was fully conscious of a terrible danger, and was 
prepared to suffer even death on account of her mis- 
sion. What a wonderful combination was in that young 
soul! What a cool, calculating head wafi over that 
warm heart, which could hate so intensely ! She ran 
with light footsteps across the cracking tiles, and her 
head did not grow dizzy even for a moment. Her howl- 
ing enemy did not leave her much breathing time ; with 
a hoarse whistle it came on again with terrific fury. 
The door of the portico was flying open and clapping 
again ; the flower pots were falling and being broken to 
pieces on the floor of the gallery ; and the old timber 
was creaking and trembling beneath her feet. She was 
still standing on the roof next to the gallery, but her 
hands were clinging to the railings, which she had 
reached just at that moment. 

The storm dishevelled her hair and blew it about in 
all directions, but she stood firm. After a few moments 
she was able to swing herself up on the gallery, and she 
at once entered the portico. The wind whistled and 
howled behind her ; she no longer heard it, or thought 

t2 



276 The Old Maid's Secret 

of the terrible path by which she must return ; her 
folded hands hung down motionless — she was standing 
in the cool, ivy-covered room. She was looking on it 
for the last time. The still, snow-white visages along 
the walls looked down on her like old acquaintances, 
and yet they were wonderfully changed to her eyes ; 
they had once vivified the apartment, for their living 
thoughts had been conjured up and hovered around 
their cold brows ; now they were but ornaments — a de- 
coration for the walls ; they stared down with the same 
indifference on her, who looked on them with eyes 
streaming with tears, as on the coquettish Adele. 

In other respects the room looked as tidy and habita- 
ble as during the lifetime of Aunt Cordula. Not a sign 
of dust lay on the brightly-polished pianoforte : the 
ivy was throwing out numerous bright green, young 
shoots from its dark green foliage, a proof that it was in 
a flourishing condition ; and on one of the window-sills 
stood a gum-tree and a palm-tree, evidently well cared, 
two favourites of the old maid. But the other window 
was changed ; the pretty work-table no longer stood at 
it — John's study-table had taken its place. 

A Budden blush covered the face of Felicitas. She 
was standing like a thief in hk room ! How could she 
tell what letters and papers lay on the writing-table, 
which should not be seen by any other eye than his ! 
He had left them lying there carelessly exposed, for he 
had the door-key in his pocket. The young girl almost 
flew to the glass-case. 

On the side of the old piece of furniture, in the midst 
of the carved ornamentation, was a small metal knob, 
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scarcely perceptible to an eye that did not know the se- 
cret. FQlicitas pressed her finger firmly on it, and the 
door of the secret compartment sprang open. In it 
were the missing valuables, arranged in their usual 
order. The large coflFee-pots and cream-ewers, the 
heavy packages of spoons tied with silk ribbons, the 
old-fashioned jewel cases — ^all these things occupied the 
same positions as they had done for years in the deep 
darkness of concealment ; and there in the comer stood 
the case containing the bracelet, and near it the small 
grey box, in the careless position in which Aunt Cordula 
had placed it some weeks before — she had evidently not 
touched it since. 

Felicitas drew it forth with trembling hands — it was 
not heavy. Its contents must be destroyed, but in what 
manner ? What was their nature ? 

She carefully raised the lid. A small, thick book, 
bound in leather, lay in it ; the leaves were loose, and 
the covers had bent outwards with age. A hasty glance 
informed the young girl that the coarse paper was not 
printed, but written on. 

A\mt Cordula, two eyes rest on thy secret — ^two eyes 
in which thou hast countless times read true, childlike 
love and devotion — and a yoimg heart which never 
doubted thee stands beating over the enigma of thy 
life ! She is as firmly convinced of thy innocence as of 
the existence of the bright sun, but she wishes to know 
wherefore thou didst suffer. She will be able to judge 
fully of the greatness of thy lifelong sacrifice. Thy 
secret shall diq; those leaves shall be reduced to ashes, 
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and the month which eyen in tender childhood conld so 
well keep silent wiU piesdre it as inyiolate as thine own ! 

The trembling fingers of the yonng girl opened the 
book. ^^ Joseph Ton Hirschsprnng, Stndiosiis Philo- 
sophiaB," was written, in firm characters, on the first 
page. It was the diary of the student — of the noble 
son of the shoemaker, on whose aooonnt people said 
that Aunt Cordula had literally tortured her father to 
death. His writing was only on one side of each leaf 
throughout the book, the other having been left blank, 
doubtless for remarks; but those formerly unwritten 
pages were now covered with the neat, close writing of 
the old maid. 

Felicitas read the commencement. Deep, original 
thoughts, expressed with strange power, riveted her 
eyes, and compelled her to reflection. The young son 
of the shoemaker must have been a wonderful man, 
with a fancy filled with magnificent pictures — with a 
deeply-discriminating judgment, and a fiery heart fuU 
of passionate love. And therefore had Cordula, the 
daughter of the proud family of honourable merchants, 
loved him even unto death. She wrote : — 

" You closed your eyes for ever, Joseph, and did not 
see me kneeling beside your bed, with clasped hands, 
praying to God to preserve you to me. You inces- 
santly called out my name, in the deliriimi of your 
fever, in the sweet accents of love, but also at times in 
the wrathful tones of a deeply- wounded heart, with the 
cry of revenge, and when I spoke you stared strangely 
at me, and pushed my hand away. 
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" You departed from this world in the delusion that 
I had broken my vow to you ; and when all was over, 
and they had borne you away from your bed of pain, I 
found this book imder your pillow. It tells me how I 
was loved ; but you also doubted me, Joseph ! I only 
waited for one conscious look of yours in the agony of 
death— I could have convinced you of my innocence, 
and my sad fate would have lost its sharpest sting — in 
vain ! A parting for ever, without reconciliation be- 
tween the separating souls — ^there is no greater spiritual 
torture I And if I had committed the most dreadful crime 
I could not be more cruelly punished than, with this 
heart, which day and night cries out and gives me no 
rest, like wandering Cain ! 

" Tour great spirit now traverses new and immea- 
surable paths, whilst I still wander over this poor, small 
earth, and I know not if it is possible for you to look 
down on me. I dare not speak to any one of the tor- 
ments of my soul, nor do I wish to do so ; for what 
human being could comprehend the extent of my loss? 
No one knew you as I did ! But how all happened 
must be spoken out once. In this book you have 
written down your thoughts ; but, bold and powerful 
as they are, a sweet, refreshing breathing of deep, un- 
dying love comes from them to me, Joseph. AU in it 
speaks to me as with the living breath of your sympa- 
thising voice. I will answer you here on the same 
leaves where your hand has rested, and will think that 
you stand near me, and that your eyes foUow the pen 
whilst it writes, line after line, till the riddle stands 
explained before you. 
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" Do you still remember how the little Cordnla HeU- 
wig was searching up in the attics for her favourite hen, 
which a dog had frightened ? It was dark up there, 
but through a chink in the boards a gojden sunbeam 
streamed in, through which were dancing thousands of 
particles of dust. ^ The little girl peeped through the 
chink. In there neighbour Hirschsprung had stored 
up the produce of his single field, and on the yellow 
heap sat the wild, dark Joseph, geizing through the 
small window in the roof. 

"'Help me to look for my hen !' cried the child, 
through the chink. The boy sprang up and looked 
about him. * Help me to look for it,' was again ut- 
tered. Then there was a crash, and one of the boards 
behind which little Cordula was standing fell into the 
garret of the large house. Yes ! so were you then, 
Joseph ; and I know that later you would have pushed 
down many an unworthy barrier in the world, and 
many a false system, reared up with great trouble, as 
you did the board that separated us. 

" I wept bitterly with terror, but you soothed me with 
good and kind words, and led me down into the small, 
smoky shoemaker's room. The timber partition was 
again repaired; but from that time I walked daily 
through the streets and visited you. Oh, what sweet 
winter afternoons they were ! Outside it blew and 
rained. The rosemary plant on the window-sill trem- 
bled with every blast which blew against the small, 
round, lead-framedpanes; and the goldfinch, so sprightly 
in fine weather, sat close against the side of his cage. 
On the gigantic oven, made of Dutch tiles, simmered 
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the ooflFee-pot ; your mother sat at the whirring spinning- 
wheel, and your father hammered bravely, sitting on his 
low stool, to earn his daily bread. 

" I still see his nobly-formed, melancholy ooimtenance 
before me, when he talked of times long past. Then 
the Hirschsprungs were a powerful, renowned race, said 
to be descended from the Huns, and remarkable for 
their tall stature. What a wonderful series of heroic 
actions had been performed by their strong arms. But 
I was terrified at hearing of the streams of noble blood 
they had shed. I listened with far more pleasure to the 
story of the knight who had loved his young wife so 
truly and so deeply. He had two bracelets made, and 
on each of them was engraved half of a love verse — he 
wore one and his beloved wife the other. And when in 
the battle he fell to the earth, wounded unto death, a 
soldier came up and tried to snatch from his arm the 
costly love-token ; but the dying man pressed convul- 
sively his left hand on it, and let it be cut and mangled 
till one of his own followers came up to his help, and 
cut down the robber. The bracelets were preserved as 
relics in the family, until — yes, imtil the Swedes came. 
How you did hate those Swedes, Joseph ! You hated 
them as the cause of the downfall of your noble family. 
That was a deeply-sorrowful story, and I would have 
preferred not to hear it, for every time he narrated it 
your father added — * You see, Joseph, if misfortunes 
had not come, you would be able to study and become a 
great man ; but now nothing is left for you but the 
shoemaker s stool.' Ah I that history had a quite dif- 
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ferent reverse side from that which the nobly-descended 
shoemaker supposed. 

"The Hirschsprungs had remained good Catholics 
when the whole country around had changed to the 
new Lutheran belief. From that time they had lived a 
strictly retired life on account of their faith ; but old 
Adrian von Hirschsprung was not contented with that, 
for he was a fanatic who preferred quitting the beloved 
old house, and his old Thiiringian home, rather than re- 
main in the midst of heretics. He sold all his posses- 
sions, excepting the house on the market-place, for sixty 
thousand thalers in ready money, and his two sons rode 
ofiF one day to seek a new home in some good Catholic 
land. It happened that at that time the King of Swe- 
den, Ghistavus Adolphus, was marching through the 
Thiiringian country with one-and-twenty thousand men. 

He rested for a day in the smaU town of X ; that 

was the twenty-second of October, 1632 ; and his men 
occupied the houses. The old knightly mansion on the 
market-place was also crowded with Swedish soldiers, 
and this filled old Adrian with rage and hate. A violent 
altercation arose between him and some of them who 
were half drunk in the court-yard, and the dreadfrd 
deed was committed; one of them drove his sword 
through the breast of the old man — ^he feU back, with 
his arms spread out, on the pavement, and expired with- 
out uttering a word. The Swedes, in their rage, broke 
and destroyed everything they could lay hands on in 
the house, and when the sons returned they found that 
old Adrian had been long lying under the flags of the 
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Virgin's Chapel, and they sought in vain for their inhe- 
ritance. The Swedes must have carried off the sixty 
thousand thalers ; boxes and chests lay empty, their 
contents scattered about and trampled under foot, and 
the old family documents were scattered to the winds ; a 
single one of them could not be found. So your father 
related, Joseph. After that the old house fell into the 
hands of the townsman, Hellwig, at a miserable price. 
The two sons of Adrian shared the purchase money. 
Lutz, the elder, went away from thence, and no more 
was heard of ; the other line had to hang their knightly 
sword on a nail, and the descendants of those who had 
fought against the Saracens, and who had received the 
greatest honours in the palaces of kings on account of 
their valour, had to take to the hammer and the last to 
earn their bread. 

" You, however, did not, Joseph ! As your magni- 
ficent hair stood up and curled in wild profusion above 
your noble brow, so did your spirit strive upwards to 
free itself from the mean career in life of your imme- 
diate forefathers. You went your own way, although 
you knew it must be rough and beset with thorns — that 
want and privation must follow your footsteps. You 
saw only the goal, the high, shining goal, and such 
heroism ended miserably in a mean garret ! The spirit 
departed because the body hungered. Oh, God ! one of 
the noblest of thy creatures perished for want of bread ! 

" Who could have thought of this end of your exist- 
ence, without leaving a trace of it behind, when with 
convincing power you first enunciated your new, daring, 
and original ideas ? Or, when you sat at the piano- 
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forte, and the most wonderful harmony rushed from be- 
neath your fingers P It was indeed but a poor, small 
spinet which stood in a dark comer of your father's 
room, its tones were harsh and rough, but your genius 
put a soul into them. Do you not remember how your 
father rewarded you when.he was pleased with you ? 
Then he opened solemnly the ancient instrument, and 
laid a music-book on it— it was the operetta of Johann 
Sebastian Bach — his grandfather had received it from 
the composer himself — and it was preserved in the family 
as a holy relic. Not a penny, not a piece of bread was 
found in your garret, after your spirit had departed ; 
but Bach's manuscript, the value of which you well 
knew, lay there, addressed to me, on the table. 

" On the page directly at the back of the spot I am now 
writing on are the words — * My sweet, golden-haired 
Cordula, came over in her white dress. ' That was on the 
day of my confirmation, Joseph. My strict mother had 
told me that it should be for the last time ; from hence- 
forth I was the grown-up daughter of the wealthy mer- 
chant, and my visits to the shoemaker's family must 
cease. My parents were not in the room, and I in- 
formed you of their order. How pale did your face be- 
come beneath your coal-black locks ! * Then, go,' you 
said angrily, and stamped with your foot; but your 
voice gave way, and tears sparkled in your flashing 
eyes. I did not go : our trembling hands were suddenly 
and imconsciously clasped together — that was the be- 
ginning of our blessed love. 

" Could I ever have forgotten that, and suddenly, of 
my own accord, become a perjured creature^ after resist- 
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ing my angry and entreating parents for years P They 
called you a beggar — the contemptible son of a cobbler, 
who could never earn his bread; they threatened to 
curse and disinherit me. I remained firm. How 
easy was it then, with you near me ! But when your 
parents died, and you went off to Leipzig, a dreadful 
time came. One day a tall, slender man appeared 
in my father's house. He had a small head, with 
hollow cheeks, on which his spare, lank, dark hair hung 
down ; and disagreeable, bard liiles surrounded his 
mouth. I felt instinctively that with this man misfor- 
tune had crossed our threshold. My father thought 
otherwise of this Paul Hellwig. He was a near rela- 
tion, the son of a man who had made his fortune in 
business, and had worked himself up into a very re- 
spectable position. The visit of the young cousin was, 
therefore, looked on as an honour to our house. How 
humbly could that tall figure bend; what sweet and 
unctuous accents could issue &om his lips ! 

" You know that the wretch dared to speak to me of 
love. You know also that I repulsed him, decidedly and 
angrily. He was miserable and dishonourable enough 
to call on the aid of my father, who ardently desired the 
union ; and now terrible days commenced for me. Tour 
letters did not arrive ; my father intercepted them. I 
found them, along with mine, amongst his papers after 
his death. I was treated like a prisoner ; but no one 
was able to compel me to remain in the room when the 
hateful man entered. I then flew, like one possessed, 
through the house, and the spirits of your forefathers 
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protected me, Joseph. I found hiding-places enough, 
where I was safe from my persecutor. 

^^ Was it the mysterious finger of an invisible spirit 
which directed my eyes one day to a piece of gold lying 
on the ground ? 

^^ A wall in tibe poultry-yard had sunk, and in the 
afternoon workmen had been there, and had taken down 
the unsafe portion. I was sitting quietly on the rub- 
bish, and thinking of the time when those walls had 
been built up, when I saw suddenly a piece of gold before 
me on the grass. It was not the only one, for I also 
perceived the glitter of gold through the mortar. Doubt- 
less a considerable portion of the wall had fallen after 
the workmen had left, for it was lying there in a con- 
fiised heap, and through the fragments projected the 
sharp comer of a wooden chest. It had partially burst, 
and the crevice was nearly filled with the gold which 
had fallen from it.. 

" Joseph, I had not comprehended the spirit's mean- 
ing in pointing it out to me. I went for my father, and 
the hateful Paul Hellwig came with him. With great 
difficulty they raised the heavy chest from amongst the 
rubbish, and opened it with the large key which was 
still sticking in the lock. 

"The Swedes had not taken the money, Joseph. 
There lay the two bracelets ; there lay the sixty thou- 
sand thalers in gold; and the faded parchments and 
papers of the Hirschsprung family. Old Adrian had 
concealed them all from the enemy. I was almost 
drunk with joy. * Father,' I cried, * now Joseph is no 
longer a beggar!' 
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" I see him still as he stood there. You know he had 
a solemn, stem ooimtenanoe. The warm utterance died 
from one's lips when they gazed on those motionless 
features ; but his whole appearance bore the impress of 
unshaken righteousness. He was the most respected 
man in the town. Now he stood, bent forward, and 
his hands wallowed in the gold. What a strange look 
fell on me from his eyes. * The cobbler's son,' he cried. 
' What has he to do with it ?' 

" ' That is his inheritance, father,' I answered. I had 
the will of old Adrian in my hand, and pointed to the 
name of Hirschsprung. 

" Oh! how terribly did that hitherto motionless visage 
change ! 

" * Are you mad ?' he cried, shaking my arm violently. 
* This house belongs to me, with all it contains ; and I 
should like to see who will dare to remove even the value 
of a penny from my premises !' 

" * You are completely right, dear cousin,' said Paul 
Hellwig, with his sweetest voice; *but formerly this 
house, and all.in it, belonged to my grandfather.' 

" * Certainly, Paul, I do not deny your claim,' said 
my father. They carried the chest into the house. No 
one knew of the robbery but I and the last beams of the 
evening sun, which had inquisitively looked down on 
the shining gold. I wandered about the house, and 
saw darkness, and malediction, and crime wherever I 
gazed. 

" On the same evening I heard that Paul Hellwig 
had claimed and received twenty thousand thalers and 
one of the bracelets. 
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" Do you now know what I was suflfering whilst you 
considered me perjured, false, and frivolous ? I was 
alone with my two torturers. My strict but just mother 
was dead, and my only brother in a foreign country. 
It was no longer simply a question of my love for you. 
I was also ordered to preserve a strict silence before you 
and before th^ world. That I was resolved not to do. 
Did your heart ever beat uneasily and forebodingly 
in those terrible moments, when I stood firm as a rock 
before my enraged father, when he raised his hand to 
strike his * stubborn, depraved daughter' to the ground ? 

"I had managed to keep the will of old Adrian. 
They did not know that ; and when one evening Paul 
Hellwig asked me, with a sneer, how I expected to be 
able to prove to whom the money belonged, I alluded 
to that paper. Then came the fearful end. My father 
had been at a great banquet that afternoon. His face 
was very red ; he had evidently drank much wine. 
When he heard me, he rushed at me, seized and shook 
me with his powerful hands, so that I screamed with 
pain, and asked me if his honour and respectability were 
nothing in my consideration. He had scarcely uttered 
the last word, when he pushed me away. His face had 
assumed a dark-purple colour. He put up his hands 
convulsively to his neck, and then the tall, strong man 
fell suddenly on the gro\md before me. 

" He was still breathing when we raised him up. 
Yes, he even had consciousness ; for his look was fixed 
with a terrible expression' on my face. Then my re- 
sistance gave way, Joseph. Whilst the doctor was out 
of the room for ^ few moments, I drew the paper from 
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my bosom, and held it to the candle. I gould not look 
on my father ; but I made a vow, with averted coun- 
tenance, that I woidd never break silence ; that as far 
as was in my power no slur should ever rest on his 
honour. How devilishly did Paul Hell wig laugh when 
he heard my oath ! Oh ! Joseph, 1 did that. I secured 
to my family your stolen inheritance, at the very time 
that want was casting you on your bed of death !" 



CHAPTER XXV. 

Felicitas closed the book, exhausted ; she could read no 
further. The wind howled and whistled outside, caus- 
ing the windows to rattle loudly ; but what was all 
that to the tempests in human souls which that book 
narrated ! Aunt Cordula ! thou wert tortured and cru- 
cified. Those who enjoyed the stolen property had 
placed themselves on the high pedestal of family virtue 
and righteousness ; they discarded thee as a reprobate, 
and the blind world confirmed their sentence. High up 
in the attics thou didst live, outlawed and slandered, 
and thy secret remained firmly enclosed within thy lips. 
Thou didst not cry out * woe' upon those blind ones be- 
neath ; they often ate thy bread, and held on to thy 
rescuing hand in want and misery. Thy strong spirit 
built a world for itself; and the calm, kind smile, which 
in thy old age beautified thy features, was the victory of 
a sublime soul. 

u 
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What a monster is pubKo opinion ! The world con- 
tains nothing so fickle and uncertain, and yet it could 
decide sternly and definitely on the fate of the soli- 
tary. Do not families still suffer after years on account 
of a single member whom the voice of the public has 
judged and outlawed ; and are there not races which 
wear without trouble the nimbus of virtue and honour, 
simply because they have got a good name with the 
people? How much \mpimished villany has public 
opinion on its conscience; and how often must silent 
merit weep, trampled on by its blind feet ! 

The Hellwig family belonged to those which could 
not be attacked. If any one had dared to raise his 
finger against the stateliest and haughtiest figure 
amongst the oil paintings in the comer-room, and to 
say — " That is a thief," he would have been stoned. 
And yet he had robbed the poor son of the shoemaker 
of his inheritance ; he, the * honourable man,' had died 
with the robbery on his conscience, and his descendants 
were proud of their riches gained by * hard and ho- 
nourable industry.' If he knew that ; if he could but 
cast a glance into thatl)ook ; he, who subjected his own 
wishes to such * hallowed' traditions; who so long had 
held firmly to the maxim that virtue and vice, elevated 
or meau thoughts, should attach to the family and its 
position, not to the single individual ! 

FeUcitas raised her hand triumphantly aloft, with the 
book in it, and her eyes flashed. What prevented her 
from placing that small, grey box, with its terrible con- 
tents, on his writing-table P He comes in, and seats 
himseK xmsuspeotingly at the neat, ivy-surrounded 



The Old Maid's Secret 291 

window. His rugged brow ftdl of deep thoughts, he 
takes up his pen to proceed with the manuscript lying 
before him. The small, unknown something stands on 
the table. He raises the cover ; takes out the book, and 
reads — and reads till he sinks back, pallid as a corpse, 
till his iron-grey eyes grow dim under the weight of a 
Mghtful discovery. Then is his proud consciousness 
bowed down for all his lifetime. He bears in secret 
the burden of shame. Will he enjoy the comforts of his 
rich inheritance ? They are stolen pleasures ; a hateful 
blemish rests on them. In his interior the proud man 
is broken and crushed for ever ! 

The book and box fell on the floor, and a flood of warm 
tears sprang- from the eyes of Felicitas. " No, a thou- 
sand times rather die than do him this injury !" Was 
the mouth that gave utterance to those words the same 
which in that very room had once said — " I would not 
be sorry if some misfortune came on him ; and if I could 
help towards his happiness, I would not move a finger 
to do so" P Was that really still the old, wild hate 
which caused her to weep thus ; which filled her heart 
with unutterable pain at the thought that he might suf- 
fer? Was that disgust — that sweet feeling with which she 
suddenly conjured up before her his strong, manly figure ; 
and had the happy feeling of satisfaction — that she was 
destined to hold her protecting hands above his head, to 
guard him from that crushing discovery — anything in 
common with the horrible feeling of revenge P Hate, 
distrust, and thirst for vengeance — they were all extin- 
guished in her soul ! Woe to her ! she had lost her 
rudder. She tottered backwards, and spread her hands 

u2 
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over her face. The secret depths of her breast lay before 
her ; but not under the light of a heavenly perception, 
which suddenly lights up undreamed of, smiling land- 
scapes. It was the terrible lightning-flash, in the glare 
of which an abyss became visible at her feet. 

Ofi", oflf ! nothing now detained her. Once more across 
the roofs, then the last, hasty step across the threshold 
of the old house, and she was free — gone, never to re- 
turn. She snatched up the book and placed it in her 
pocket ; but as she had just raised her foot to depart, 
she suddenly stood as if turned to stone : a door had 
been shut in the ante-room, and now some person was 
walking quickly towards the sitting-room. She rushed 
into the portico and pulled the glass door open ; the 
wind rushed in, and blew the large rain-drops in her 
face. Her eyes wandered over the quadrangle of roofs : 
she could not proceed that way—- she must be seen if 
she did. Her only chance of escape was immediate 
concealment. 

Between the side wall of the portico and the rows of 
flower-pots was a small, unoccupied space. Felicitas 
rushed up it, and reeling, with terrified looks, caught 
hold of the iron lightning-conductor which arose from 
the ridge of the roof. Oh ! how her slender form 
trembled and quiVered, as the tempest, with fresh fury, 
endeavoured to hurl her down into the street, which, 
like a dark abyss, gaped beyond her. The black storm- 
clouds hurried across the sky. Was there no angel 
above to extend his protecting hands over Her, and 
snatch her from the fearful peril ! 

In the eyes of the person, whoever it might be, that 



The Old Maid's Secret 293 

at this moment stepped out on the gallery, the girl, if 
seen, was branded as a thief. She had penetrated into 
the locked-up rooms — all the world called that house- 
breAking. The accusation, that she knew something 
about the missing valuables, had been already hurled 
against her — ^nowher guilt was made clear as the noon. 
day. She had no longer a right to cross the threshold 
of the old house ; she had been ordered to depart from it ; 
and now, like Aunt Oordula, with firmly-closed lips, 
she must bear her shame and disgrace through life. 
Would it be then so terrible if she abandoned herself 
to the breath of the storm, and, after a few moments 
of anguish, breathed out her young life below on the 
pavements ? 

With frenzied looks she gazed down towards the por- 
tico. The person beneath did not remain standing at 
the glass door — the last despairing hope of FeKcitas ; 
he walked, despite storm and rain, farther and farther 
along the gallery, and now the figure became visible. 
It was John Hellwig. Had he heard the flying foot- 
steps of the girl ? His back was still turned towards 
her : it was still possible that he might go in again 
without seeing her ; but the treacherous storm inter- 
fered. A sudden gust compelled him to turn round', 
and at the same moment her hair and dress fluttered 
wildly about, and he perceived the form, with the arms 
clinging convulsively to the iron, and the deadly-pale 
visage which, from amidst the thick, dishevelled hair, 
cast down a glance of despair towards him. For a mo- 
ment it seemed to her as if the blood left her veins 
under the terrified glance which met hers, then it 
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rushed boiling to her head, and deprived her of the 
last trace of consciousness. 

" Yes, here stands the thief! Call the officers of jus- 
tice ! Call Madame Hellwig ! I am convicted !'* she 
cried with a bitter laugh. She let go the iron bar, and 
pushed the hair back which the storm had driven across ' 

her face. 

" For God's sake," cried the Professor, " catch hold 
of the bar. You are lost !" 

" Well for me if aU were over !" sounded through the 
howling and whistling of the wind. 

He did not see the small, open space on which Fe- 
licitas had clambered up. In a moment he had dashed 
the flower-pots in all directions, made a way for himself, 
and quickly stood beside her. With irresistible strength 
he wound his arm round her struggling form, and car- 
ried her down on the gallery, and inside the portico ; 
the door clapped behind them. 

The strong, courageous spirit of the girl was broken. 
Completely stunned, she knew not that her imagined 
enemy was supporting her : her eyes were closed, and 
she did not see how fervently his rested on her pale face. 
" Felicitas," he whispered, with deep, beseeching ac- 
cents. 

She started up, and comprehended her situation in a 
moment. All the resentment, all the bitterness which 
her soul had nourished for years, came over her again. 
She tore herself away from him, and there again was 
the hateful expression which forrowed a deep wrinkle 
between her eye-brows, and distorted the lines of her 
mouth. 
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" How can you touch the outcast ?" she cried bitterly. 
But her erect figure sank down again ; she buried her 
face in her hands, and murmured, " Do but listen to 
me — my explanation will satisfy you !" 

He took her hand tenderly between his. 

" Before all, become more calm, Felicitas," he said, 
in those soft, soothing tones which had moved her, in 
spite of herself, beside the bed of the sick child. " No 
more of the wild defiance with which you have always 
sought to wound me. Look around, and see where we 
are ! Here you have played as a child — is it not so P 
Here the recluse, for whom you so bravely combated 
to-day, protected, taught, and loved you. What you 
have done, or endeavoured to do here, was nothing 
wrong — that I am convinced of, Felicitas. You are de- 
fiant, embittered, and proud beyond measure, and those 
qualities have often led you to injustice and harshness ; 
but you are incapable of a mean action. I know not 
why, but I felt that I should find you up here. Henry's 
confused, perplexed air, his unconscious glance towards 
the staircase when I asked him about you, confirmed 
my suspicions. Do not say a word," he continued in a 
louder tone, as she turned up her red eyes towards him, 
and was about to open her lips. " I will listen to you, 
but in quite a different sense from what you think ; and 
I believe that I am entitled to do so after having rushed 
through storm and rain to clasp my arms round my 
pine-tree." 

He led her farther into the room ; it seemed as if it 
was too bright for him in the portico— as if he needed 
the semi-obscurity of the sitting-room in order to speak 
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more. Felicitas felt as if a slight trembling was pass- 
ing through his hands. They were standing exactly 
on the spot where she, so short a time before, had fought 
such a bitter battle with herself, where she had been 
tempted to plunge a dagger in his soul — to disable him 
morally for his whole lifetime. She sank her head 
deep on her breast, as if conscious of her guilt, beneath 
the eyes which, once so serious, now beamed so brightly. 

"Oh, Felicitas, if you had fallen from the house- 
top !" he commenced, and a shudder parsed through his 
strong frame. " Shall I tell you what your despairing 
defiance must have caused me — that defiance which pre- 
fers death rather than appeal to the reasonable decision 
of another P And do you not think that a moment, foil 
of the agony of death, may atone for even the injustice 
of years P" 

He stopped expectantly ; but the pallid lips of the 
young girl remained closed, and her dark eyelashes 
hung down over her cheeks. 

" You have gone too far in your bitter meditations," 
he said, after waiting for some time, gloomily and with 
a sinking voice, which might be attributed to dejection : 
" is it quite impossible for you to understand a change 
of circumstances ?" He had let her hands fall ; but he 
now seized again her right hand, and drew it to his 
breast. " Felicitas, you said recently that you idolised 
your mother : that mother called you Fae. I know 
that all who loved you called you by that name, and 
therefore I also say, Fae, I ask your forgiveness." 

"I no longer bear resentment towards you!" she 
said, with a smothered voice. 
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" That assurance from your mouth exceeds my ex- 
pectations ; but it is far from satisfying me. What 
avails it if two become reconciled and then part, never 
to meet again ? Of what advantage is it to me to know 
that you no longer bear ill-will towards me, if I have 
not the opportunity of convincing myself hourly of the 
fact P When two have become reconciled, who were 
separated as we were, they should belong to each other : 
even the distance of a mile should no longer be between 
them. Come with me, Fae." 

" The idea of going to a seminary fills me with dis- 
gust. I could never mould myself to their ways," she 
answered hastily. 

A slight smile passed over his countenance. 

" Oh ! I do not mean you to go to one. The idea 
of the seminary was but a makeshift, Fae : I did not 
much like it myself. It might happen that we could 
not see each other for one or even two days, and then 
a crowd of schoolgirls would be round us, listening to 
every word we said ; or Madame von Berg, the strict 
superioress, would sit near, and would not let me take 
your little hand even for a moment in mine. No ; I 
must be enabled to gaze almost every hour on that 
dear, defiant face. I must know that my Fae thinks 
of me, and awaits me when I return home after the fa- 
tigues of my professional duties. I must in the tran- 
quil, snug evenings, in my own house, be able to say, 
' Fae^ a song !' All that can never come to pass unless 
you are my wife." 

Felicitas uttered a loud cry, and tried to tear herself 
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away, but he held her firmly, and drew her nearer to 
him. 

" The thought terrifies you, Felicitas !" he continued, 
deeply moved. " I will hope that it is only terror on 
account of what was unexpected, and nothing worse. 
I feel myself that a long time may have to pass before 
you can be what I desire. In characters such as yours 
a sudden change can scarcely take place: the 'hated 
mortal enemy' cannot quickly become an object of deep 
affection. But I will strive for you with all the patience 
of devoted love ; I will wait — as difficult as it may be — 
till you of your own accord say, ' I mil, John P I now 
know what miracles can be wrought in human souls. 
I fled from this smalltown in order to tear myself away 
from myself and from my terrible interior struggles, 
and then the miracle was completed. Those struggles 
availed me nothing. I then felt that what I daringly 
and defiantly wished to shake off was to become the 
happiness of my life. Fae, amidst the vapid talk and 
coquettish faces that surrounded me, the lonely girl, 
with the energetic bearing and the pure brow, fall of 
clear, powerful thoughts, was ever present near me — on 
the mountain and in the valley. She belonged to me — 
she was the other half of my life. I saw that I could 
not tear myself from her without causing a deep wound 
in my soul ! Now, one word of consolation, Felicitas." 

The young girl had gradually drawn her hand from 
his. How was it possible that the change in her ap- 
pearance, afi he went on speaHng, could escape his ob- 
servation P Her eyebrows were drawn together as in 
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acute physical pain ; her eyes, which had lost their 
brilliancy, were fixed on the ground, and her icy-cold 
fingers were convulsively clasped. 

" You wish consolation from me .^" she said, with a 
weak voice. " But an hour ago you said, * This shall 
be your last struggle ;' and now, with your own hand, 
you drive me into the most terrible combat that the 
human soul can engage in ! What is a struggle against 
visible enemies in comparison with that against your- 
seK and your own wishes P" She raised up her tightly- 
clasped hands, and threw her head back as if in despair. 
" I know not what crime I have committed that God 
should pimish me by putting this unholy love in my 
heart !" 

"Fae!" 

John spread out his arms to clasp her to his breast, 
but she stretched out her hands to repel him, although 
a gleam of joy spread over her features. " Yes, I love 
you — I must say it !" she repeated, in a voice which 
wavered between exultation and tears. "I could at 
this very moment say, * / ^^^7/, John P but those words 
can never be uttered.'* 

He started back — the paleness of death covered his 
face : he knew the maiden with the energetic bearing 
and the pure brow, full of clear and powerful thoughts, 
too well not to know that with such a declaration she 
was lost to him. 

" You fied from X , and wherefore P" she con- 
tinued with a firmer voice. She stood erect, and one of 
her most searching glances was cast on the eyes from 
which all light seemed suddenly to have departed. ^^ I 



300 The Old Maid's Secret 

will tell you. Your love for me was a crime against 
your family ; it overturned all your former principles, 
and inust therefore be plucked, as a weed, from your 
heart. That you did not return cured was not your 
fault. You were subject to the same power which has 
mastery also over me, and which compels me to love 
you contrary to my principles. It must, indeed, have 
been a bitter struggle before all the proud merchants 
gave place to the despised child of the actor : nothing 
in the world can make me believe that I could retain 
that place for my lifetime. But a few weeks ago you 
pronounced before me your firm conviction that diffe- 
rence of position in marriage must inevitably revenge 
itself: you have held fast to that opinion for God only 
knows how many years. It is impossible that it can 
have departed from you, without leaving a trace be- 
hind, in six short weeks. It is only smothered over — 
it is not disowned ; and even if it had given place to 
another conviction, how much must take place in order 
to wipe away the memory of that expression of yours 
from my soul !" 

She ceased for a moment, exhausted. John had his 
right hand pressed over his eyes, and his lips twitched 
convulsively. He now let his hand fall, and said, 
almost inaudibly — '* I have the past against me ; but 
you are nevertheless in error, Felicitas. Oh, God ! 
how can I prove it to you !" 

" In external conditions there has not been the 
slightest change," she continued inexorably. "Neither 
has a blemish fallen on your family, nor has my de- 
spised condition been altered in any way : it is only 
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I myself as an individual who have caused the conver- 
sion. It would be daring and unreasonable of me to 
take advantage of the moment when you are holding 
down with difficulty your firmly-rooted principles, and 
only to listen to your love. I ask you — Is it not true 
that you have a lofty opinion of the past of your fa- 
mily; and have you been able to argue yourself 
into the belief — for a moment — that those ancestors, 
who always chose their wives in accordance with their 
position, could pardon their descendant for making an 
xmequal match ?'* 

" Felicitas, you say you love me, and yet you can so 
systematically torture me !" he cried emphatically. 

Her glance, which had been fixedly resting on his 
face, melted. Who formerly could have thought of 
finding in those haughty, repelling eyes the expression 
of indescribable tenderness which they now had P She 
took John's right hand in both hers. 

" Whilst you were describing to me the life I might 
lead at your side I suffered more than I can express," 
she said with the deepest emotion. "Hundreds of 
others in my place would have shut their eyes to the 
future, and seized upon the immediate happiness ; but, 
as I am, I cannot do so. That which during our lives 
must stand between us, is my fear respecting your re- 
pentance. At every gloomy look, at every wrinkle 
on your broW, I should think, * Now is the moment 
when he is sorry ; he now returns to his original views : 
now he inwardly blames me as the cause of his apos- 
tasy!' I should only make you miserable with that 
distrust, which I never could conquer." 
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*^ That is a terrible expiation/' he said, gloomily, and 
with anguish. " However, I will take that misfortune 
confidently on myself. I will bear your distrust with- 
out complaint, however deeply-wounding it may be — a 
time must come when all will be bright between us. 
Felicitas, I will give you a happy home, into which 
such wicked thoughts can never enter. It will often 
happen that I must bring home with me many a 
wrinkle on my brow — ^many a gloomy look in my eyes ; 
such things are inseparable £rom my career in life ; but 
then my Fae will be there to smooth down all wrinkles — 
to brighten my eyes. Can you really bring your heart 
to trample down your own love, and make a man 
miserable on whom it is in your power to bestow the 
greatest earthly happiness P" 

Felicitas had gradually approached the door; she 
felt that her moral strength was about to betray her in 
face of that painful eloquence, and yet she must remain 
firm, if it were only for his sake. 

** If you could live with me in solitude and loneli- 
ness, then I would cheerfully foUow you," she answered, 
taking hold of the handle of the door, as if it was her 
last hope. " Do not believe that I care for the world 
or its opinions ; it judges, as a rule, blindly and without 
discrimination — but while in it, I must fear the enemy 
in yourself. In it a respectable descent is thought 
much of, and I know that in such things you are in 
accord with the world. You have considerable family 
pride, even though at this moment you may have 
placed it out of sight. In your intercourse with others 
the regretful thought must, sooner or later, come back 
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to you, that you have given up much — very much, for 
my sake." 

" That means, then, in other words, that if I am to 
be your husband I must abandon my present career and 
go live in a desert, or discover some stain — some disho- 
nourable circumstance in the past of my family!" he 
cried, excitedly and bitterly. 

At these last words a vivid flush flew over the young 
girl's face. She mechanically passed her hand over the 
folds of her dress to feel if the small box was still safe 
in its hiding-place. 

The Professor walked to-and-fro in the room, in a 
state of indescribable excitement. 

" The deflant, unbending element in your character 
has caused me much trouble," he continued, in the 
same tone, stopping before Felicitas ; " it attracts and 
irritates me at the same time ; in this moment, how- 
ever, when you dash my love under my feet, and 
condemn yourself to so useless a sacriflce, I almost 
feel a kind of hate — a wild anger ; I could trample on 
it. I see that at present I cannot advance a step, but 
my soul does not think of giving you up. Your as- 
surance that you love me is for me an inviolable oath. 
You will never be false to me, Felicitas !" 

" No," she answered, quickly ; and again, in spite of 
herself, a glance of love issued &om her eyes. 

The Professor placed his hand on her head, bent it 
gently back, and gazed in her face with a mixture of 
pain, vexation, and deep affection. He shook his head, 
as, under his glance, the eyelashes fell down on her 
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cheeks, and her Kps remained closed. A deep sigh es- 
caped his breast. " Now go !" he said, painftdly, and 
in a low voice. " I agree to a temporary separation, 
but only on the condition that I may often see yon, 
wherever you may be, and that I may keep up a writ- 
ten correspondence with you." 

She reached her hand to him and assented, but the 
next moment blamed her own weakness for doing so. 
She could not, however, deprive him of that consolation. 
He turned quickly away, and she went out into the 
ante-room. 



CHAPTEE XXVI. 

Outside, with a nameless anguish, she stretched her 
hands towards heaven. Oh ! how had the bitterness and 
pain of heart which she had experienced during the 
last few minutes exceeded aU that she had ever before 
suffered ! 

Almost imconsciously she drew forth the small box ; 
the secret within it could dash to pieces the barrier 
which separated her from her lover; it could weigh 
down in the scale her despised origin. Was the tempter 
again assailing her P No ; Aunt Cordula, your will shall 
be fnlfilled, although this book so magnificently justifies 
you. And he ? Time can heal his wounds ; the pain 
of renunciation sanctifies the soul ; the knowledge of a 
crime, on the other hand, humiliates and lames it for 
ever. Even in this very hour shall that small book. 
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pregnant with danger, become ashes. Felioitas looked 
back towards the door once more, behind which she' 
oonld hear John walking restlessly about ; she then 
glided down the attic stairs, and opened the painted 
door. 

The traveller who unexpectedly treads on the ter- 
rible body of a serpent, and sees the fearful head raised 
aloft, could not be seized on by greater fear than Feli- 
oitas experienced when she stepped out into the cor- 
ridor. Five fingers were clasped, with an iron grasp, 
round her left hand, which held the box, and close to 
her face glared two eyes — they were the sweet, Ma- 
donna-like eyes of Adele. 

The beautiful woman had, at that moment, thrown 
aside her attractive envelope of female amiability and 
tenderness. How firmly could those rosy fingers, which 
clasped themselves so softly and gracefully in prayer, 
seize and hold fast ! What an expression of satanic 
malignity lay on that angelic countenance, and dis- 
figured its soft lines almost beyond recognition ! 

" How charmingly have I caught you, my handsome, 
haughty Caroline, at the very moment when you were 
about to carry that very neat jewel-case to a place of 
safety !" she cried, with a mocking laugh, and quickly 
placed her left hand also, with a grip like a vice, on the 
hand of Felicitas, which endeavoured to free itself. 
" Have the goodness to hold that unlucky little traitor 
a little longer in your hand ; I do not by any means 
wish you to let it fall. Only just a minute longer ; I 
want a witness to give evidence in a court of justice, that 
I have caught the thief in the very act. John, John !" 
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How shrill and haiBhly did that fonnerly so silver- 
toned Yoioe sound through the coiridor! — that voioe 
which hitherto had assumed only the aoeents of mercy 
and Christian mildness. 

^^ I beseech yon, in the name of Gk)d, to let me go, 
dear madame!" cried Felicitas, in deadly anguish, 
struggling with her. 

'^ Not on any account ! He must see her whom he 
placed at his side to-day. Was it not very sweet, in- 
deed, to listen to the words — *her place is here' ? Yon 
thought that yon had arrived at the goal, you disho- 
nourable coquette ; but I am here also !" 

Bhe repeated her cry for assistance ; it was super- 
fluous ; the Professor was abready descending the stairs, 
and at the same time Henry appeared at the other end 
of the corridor. 

" Oh ! you were up there, John !" cried the young 
widow. " I thought you were down in the lower story. 
In that case the skill of this pickpocket's daughter is 
only the more to be wondered at, since she has juggled 
away a portion of the legacy of your late aunt from un- 
der your very hand !" 

"Are you. in your senses, Adele P" he cried, hur- 
riedly, advancing from off the lowest step, from which, 
astonished, he had witnessed the extraordinary scene. 

"Oh, not at all!" she answered ironically. "Do 
not think me violent, dear cousin, because I am com- 
pelled to act the part of the police-officer. But the 
lawyer indignantly refused me his assistance to discover 
the thief, and you yourself took this innocent under 
your protection. What then remained for me but to act 
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single-haiided P You Bee these ^five fingers here ; they 
Burroimd a oasket which they have carried away from 
the room above — ^that fact is proved ; now we shall see 
what the magpie was about to bear to her nest !" 

With the rapidity of lightning she snatched the box 
from the hand of Felicitas. The young girl uttered a 
cry, and strove, with anguish, to recover possession of 
the secret which had been taken from her ; but the 
young widow ran, with a loud laugh, a few steps farther 
into the corridor, and hastily raised the lid. 

** A book !" she murmured, thunderstruck. Box and 
lid fell on the floor. She caught the two covers with both 
her hands, and shook them till the leaves rattled against 
each other. At least bank-notes or documents, or some- 
thing valuable, must fall from it ! But nothing appeared. 

In the meantime, Felicitas had recovered from her 
mortal anguish. She approached the lady, and besought 
her earnestly to restore the book to her ; but with all 
her external calm, internal anxiety could be dearly 
perceived in her voice. 

" Oh ! do not think it for a moment,*' cried Adele, 
jeeringly. She turned away, holding the book tightly 
clasped to her breast. " You appear jso very anxious 
that I really cannot get rid of my suspicions so soon," 
she continued, turning her head contemptuously over 
her shoulder towards Felicitas. " It must have some- 
thing to do with those secret ways of yours ; we shall, 
however, see, my dear !" She opened the book ; there 
were no banknotes, nothing of value lying between the 
folded leaves, only words — tender and heartfelt words — 
but if suddenly a dagger had started from the book and 

x2 
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pierced her to the heart, she could not have started 
back with greater agony and terror thau she did when 
she cast her eyes on the apparently harmless Uttle words 
that were written on it ! Her rosy faioe became white 
as snow ; she mechanically placed her hands over her 
eyesy and it appeared for a moment as -if she required 
some support to prevent her falling on the ground. 

But that young woman had practised herself in self- 
command for years, in order to preserve the halo of 
godliness about her brow. She had learned to cast her 
eyes, piously and Madonna-like, towards heaven, even 
when her heart was swelling with anger and bitterness. 
She could listen to a sermon with the greatest apparent 
devotion, whilst her mind was intently occupied with a 
new dress. She spoke, whenever she had an opportu- 
nity, with the blush of indignation on her cheeks, about 
the sinful ways of the world, about the shameful neglect 
of reading the Bible, whilst she privately read herself 
the most immoral French novels. 

This inconceivable adaptability and elasticity of her 
exterior had often aided her on decisive occasions, and 
even now it required but a few moments to recover her 
complete self-possession. She closed the book, and 
an admirably-simulated look of disappointment played 
about her pale lips. 

" It is really only a wretched old album !" she cried 
to the Professor, carelessly putting the book into her 
pocket. ** I consider it exceedingly stupid of you, Ca- 
roline, to cause such a noise on accoimt of such a piece 
of trash." 

"Did she cause the noise P" asked the Professor, 
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quickly stepping forward ; he trembled with excitement. 
" I thought that you called me as a witness, in order to 
convict this girl of the robbery of the plate ! Will you 
have the condescension to now justify, on the spot, your 
worthless accusation P" 

"You see that at present I axn. not in a condi- 
tion " 

" At present ?" he interrupted vehemently. " You 
must withdraw the insulting words you used, and, in my 
presence and in that of Henry, give fall satisfaction to 
her whom you have 80 injured." 

" With the greatest pleasure, dear John. It is the 
duty of a Christian to acknowledge and atone for an 
error. My dear Caroline, pardon me ; I have been un- 
just to you." 

"And now return the book to her !" ordered John, 
curtly and inexorably. 

" The book ?" she said, with her childish, innocent air 
quite recovered. ". But, my dear John, it does not be- 
long to Caroline." 

" Who told you so P" 

" Oh ! I just noticed the name of old Aunt Cordula 
written in it. If any one has a claim to it, you have, 
as heir to her furniture and books. It is evidently not 
of the slightest value in itself, as it seems to me to con- 
tain only copies of old poems. What do you care about 
such sentimental things P But I am fond of old, faded 
books like it. I pray you to make me a present of it." 

" Perhaps I will, after I have seen it," he continued 
coldly, and stretched his hand out for it. 

" But it will possess greater value in my eyes if you 
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leave it with me without lookmg into it," she said, in 
her sweet, cajoling voice. '^ Must I suppose that you 
have meroenaiy views respecting the first and only gift 
I ever asked from you ?" 

A thick vera swelled on John's hrow, which clearly 
showed that he was angry. 

^^ I tell you that it is quite immaterial to me what 
you think of my conduct," he said, sneeringly. ^' I must 
have the hook under any circamstances. Your conduct 
is suspicious. Copies of old, sentimental poems could 
not cause the ^ finished lady of the world' to grow pale 
so suddenly." 

At these words he barred the way against the young 
widow. An anxious look which she cast along the corri- 
dor, and a quick movement, proved incontestably that 
she wanted to get away. John seized her hand and 
held it firmly. 

The thought that he might see it almost put Felidtas 
out of her miad. It was terrible for her to see the book 
in the possession of the hatefol hypocrite, but she had to 
acknowledge to herself that it was as safe in her hands 
as in her own, and that in either case it would disap- 
pear that evening, without leaving a trace behind. She 
therefore placed herself beside Adele, in order to endea- 
vour to facilitate her escape. 

" I beseech you, sir, let her keep the book!*' she said, 
as earnestly and caknly as was possible in such a criti- 
cal moment. " On reading it she will be fully convinced 
that she was premature in suspecting that anything of 
value was concealed in the little box." 

The first distrustful glance fell from his dark grey 
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eyes on her visage ; she felt as if she was pierced by a 
knife ; she became red as scarlet, and cast down her 
eyes. 

" So you also humble yourself to a prayer ?" he said, 
sharply and sarcastically. " There is something more 
in it than mere ^ sentimental nonsense.' I remember 
now that my cousin remarked a few minutes ago that 
you looked very anxious, and I must say that I observed 
the same myself. I ask you, on your conscience, what 
does the book contain ?" 

It was a terrible moment. Felicitas struggled with 
herself ; she opened hei: lips, but no sound escaped 
them. 

" Do not trouble yourself," he said, smiling ironically 
at the young girl, and at the same time pressing more 
firmly the hand of Adele, who was making various 
efforts with the view to gradually firee herself. " You 
can be pitiless, harsh, and strictly just, but you cannot 
Ue. That book contains no poems, but some truth, 
some fact, which I must not see at any price. Will 
you have the goodness, Adele, to restore to me my pro- 
perty, as you yourself designated it ?" 

" Do with me as you will, but you shall not have it," 
she cried, with the determination of despair, laying 
aside, in her anxiety, the character of the harmless, be- 
seeching child. She again made desperate efforts to 
free herself, and succeeded. She flew, as if pursued; 
but there stood Henry, with outstretched arms, firm as 
a rock, filling the entire width of the narrow corridor. 
She stopped suddenly. " Get out of my way !" she cried, 
stamping her foot with rage. 
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" Oh, yes ! madam/* he said, calmly and politely ; 
" but you must first give the book to my master." 

" Hemy !" cried Felicitas, darting forward, and pull- 
ing at his arms in her desperation. 

" Oh ! that will do no good, Fae," he said, whilst his 
old limbs bravely resisted all her efforts. " I am not so 
foolish as you think. Out of pure good-nature you 
might do something very foolish, but I won't suffer it." 

" Let the lady pass, Henry," commanded the Pro- 
fessor. " But I herewith tell you plainly, Adele, that 
without delay I wiU have recourse to the only means 
left me to recover my property. No one can prevent 
me from supposing that this book contains important 
revelations respecting the property left by my old aunt ; 
perhaps it gives information about some hidden money." 

" No, no !" cried Felicitas, interrupting him. 

" It IB for me to think as I wiU," he continued, sternly 
and inexorably ; " and you, as well as Henry, must bear 
witness for me before the authorities that this lady here 
has made away with a perhaps considerable portion of my 
aunt's property." 

The young widow started up as if a viper had stung 
her. She cast a wild look on her relentless opponent ; 
and now the mad passion seized on her, during the ex- 
cesses of which she tore up haiidkerchiefe or broke tea- 
cups. She dragged the book from her pocket, and threw 
it at his feet with a loud burst of mocking laughter. 

" Take it, you stubborn fool !" she screamed, and her 
whole body quivered as if in convulsions. " I congra- 
tulate you on your excellent acquisition! Bear the 
shame with dignity which it wiU make known to you.'*" 
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She flew through the corridor and down the stairs, 
dashing the doors violently behind her as she went 
along. 

The Professor looked after Adele with a decided ex- 
pression of smiling derision and deep contempt. He 
then gazed for an instant on the rough exterior of the 
book, whilst the eyes of Felicitas were riveted with 
unspeakable anxiety on his fingers, which lay between 
the pages, and might open them at any moment. A 
mixture of sorrowful reflection and painful suspense 
lay on his features. The last mysterious words of 
the young widow had not simply struck him ; he had 
evidently almost divined the denouement of the disa- 
greeable event. The only thing he now had to learn 
was the nature of the disgrace. He suddenly looked up 
to the beseeching brown eyes of the girl. What power 
had those eyes over the strong man P He almost felt 
as if a soft hand was passing soothingly over his gloomy, 
wrinkled brow, and a slight smile played on his lips. 

"And now I must call you to account," he com- 
menced. " You have shamefully deceived me. Whilst 
you stood before me up there, with a sincerity to which 
I could have sworn, you had an important secret of the 
Hellwig family in your pocket. What must I think of 
you, Fae P You can only atone for that horrid perfidy 
by answering my questions without reserve." 

" I shall say all that I dare ; but I beseech you — I 
beseech you earnestly — to give the book to me." 

" And is it really my haughty, defiant, unbending 
Fae who can beseech so sweetly P" 

At these words of John, Henry discreetly retired with- 
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ootbeiiigxeiiuurfced; but he sat down, terribly pozded, 
<m fhe bottom step of the staircase, and pat his hand i^ 
to his head to feel, after what he had heazd, if it really 
waa still on his shoulders. 

^You went to-day into the attic dwelling for ihe sole 
purpose of seeming this book ?" asked the Professor. 

«Tesr 

''How? I found all the doors firmly lodged." 

'^ I came across the rooft," she said, with hesitation. 

'^ That means through the attic rooms ?" 

Her &oe became Tiyidly red. Even if she were free 
from the suspicion of a mean action, still her conduct 
bore the blameworthy appearance of surreptitiously en- 
tering a house. 

'^ No,'' she answered, in a smothered tone ; '^ there is 
no way through the attic rooms. I got out through one 
of the windows on the opposite roof, and came across." 

<< In this fearful storm P" he continued, growing pale. 
" Felicitas, you are terrible in your resolutions !" 

'^ I had no choice," she answered, smiling bitterly. 

'^ And why did you endeavour to obtain the book at 
any risk ?'' 

'' I looked on it as a sacred trust from Aunt Cordula. 
She had said to me that the small, grey box should die 
before her. I knew not its contents. Death surprised 
her, and I had the firm conviction that the box was not 
destroyed ; moreover, it was in the secret compartment 
of tiie press, along with the plate and jewellery. I could 
not reveal the place of their concealment without deli- 
vering the book into improper hands." 

''Poor, poor child! what mental anguish you must 
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have suffered. And now all that heroic conduct is ren- 
dered vain ; the book is in hands in which it should not 
be." 

" Oh, no ! you will give it back to me," she said, in 
beseeching accents, fall of anguish. 

" Felicitas," he said, earnestly and firmly, " you must 
now answer me two questions with the strictest truth. 
Do you know the contents exactly P" 

" Partly ; but only this evening." 

*^ And do they compromise your old friend P" 

She remained silent. Perhaps if she answered in the 
affirmative he might hand her back the book, in order to 
destroy it ; but then Aunt Cordula's memory must be 
blackened, and the hateful rumours, respecting the guilt 
imputed to her, confirmed. 

*' It is unworthy of you to think of subterfages, how- 
ever good and pure your object may be," he said solenmly, 
breaking the momentary silence. " Say, simply, yes or 
no!" 

"No!" 

" I knew it," he murmured. " And now be reasona- 
ble," he continued, kindly, " and submit to the inevitable. 
I must read the book !" 

She became pale as a corpse, but she besought no 
longer. " Do it, then, if your honour requires it," she 
said ; " but you are laying your hand on a secret which 
you should not know. At the moment you open the 
book you deprive of all their value the most fearftd and 
long-continued sacrifices of the entire life of a woman !" 

"You combat bravely, Felicitas," he calmly answered; 
" and if that woman " — he pointed in the direction Adele 
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had difiappeared — ^^ in her passion had not prononnoed 
the words she did, I would restore the secret to 70a 
without reading it. But as it is, I will and must know 
the shame which lies on my name ; and if the poor soli- 
tary in the attics was strong enough to keep it &om 
strange eyes for years, so will I also find strength to 
bear it. I have a double reason for knowing the matter 
thoroughly. The branch of the Hellwig family on the 
Bhine are evidently in possession of the secret, and 
have been, probably, mixed up in some piece of vil- 
lany. Ah! you remain sQent, and cast down your 
eyes. I can read distinctly in your face that I suspect 
rightly. My cousin, doubtless, knew of the family shame, 
and was only terrified at suddenly seeing it in writing. 
I will settle with those receivers of stolen goods ! Be 
comforted,* Fae !" he continued gently, in a low voice, 
and softly passed his hand over the hair of the young 
girl, who was standing before him in mute despair. " I 
cannot act otherwise ; and if, as the price for doing so, 
I were offered the immediate assurance that you would 
be mine, I should say ' No ! ' " 

" I cannot calm myself," she cried, bursting into tears; 
" for I have made you miserable by my carelessness." 

"You can calm yourself," he said, solemnly and 
emphatically, " if you but learn to feel that your love 
can help me to conquer all misfortunes that life may 
throw in my path." 

He pressed her small, ice-cold hand, and returned 
into his room. FeKcitas leaned her feverish brow against 
the window, and gazed out into the court-yard, in which 
a torrent of rain was falliiig with such fury that it 
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seemed to be sent to wash away from the pavement the 
blood of Adrian von Hirschsprung, and with it the 
brand of shame that darkened the name of Eellwig. 



CHAPTER XXVn. 

An hour later John walked into the sitting-room to his 
mother. His face was slightly paler than usual, but the 
expression of his features and his bearing exhibited 
even more than formerly the manly determination and 
moral power which had always made his exterior so 
striking. 

Madame Hellwig was sitting beside her asclepias 
plant, knitting. Stitch after stitch was helping to form 
in her diligent hands the rungs of a ladder which must 
lead straight to heaven, for it was a stocking for some 
mission that she was making. 

John laid down a small, open book on the table at 
which ^he sat. 

" I have to speak on a very serious matter with you, 
mother," he said ; " but in the first place I must ask 
you to cast your eyes over these pages." 

Astonished, she laid aside her knitting materials, 
arranged her spectacles, and took up the book ! " Oh ! 
they are some of old Cordula's ravings !" she said crossly ; 
but she began to read. 

John put his left hand behind his back, let his right 
hand glide carelessly over his beard, and walked up and 
down the room. 
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*^ I do not see in what way her childish love adven- 
tures with the shoemaker's son can interest me !" she 
said, disconltentedly, after having read two pages. ^^What 
pat it into your head to bring me such old rubbish P It 
infects the room with its musty smell." 

" I pray you to read on, mother," cried the Rpofes- 
sor impatiently. " You will very soon forget the musty 
smell, when you come to worse things than it which the 
book contains." 

She took it up with evident repugnance, and turned 
over some leaves. But by degrees her stem features 
assumed an appearance of suspense, and her fingers 
turned the leaves quicker and quicker. Her cheeks 
became tinged with a sKght red ; it ran up on her fore- 
head, and suddenly changed almost to purple. Eemark- 
able to relate, however, it did not seem simply fear or 
terror which had seized on the woman. With an ex- 
pression of boimdless astonishment, with which unspeak- 
able contempt soon became mingled, she let the book 
fall in her lap. 

" These are indeed extraordinary things. Who could 
have imagined ! The honourable, highly-respected Hell- 
wig family !" she cried, clasping her hands. Hate, 
triumph, and satisfied malignity struggled in her voice. 
" So the money bags, on which the merchant's proud 
wife, my mother-in-law, stood were partly stolen ! She 
went about in her silks and satins ; feasts were given, at 
which champagne fiowed like a river, and at which she 
was called by her parasites a beautiful, talented woman ! 
And I had to attend on the guests. No one remarked, 
in the presence of the frivolous, luxurious woman, the 
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poor young relative, who, in her virtue and fear of the 
Lord, stood high above those sinful, miserable revellers. 
Then did I often clench my teeth, and in my heart 
pray to God that he might punish that accursed conduct 
according to His justice ! He has done so ! Oh, how 
wonderful are His ways ! It was stolen money they 
were squandering. Their souls are doubly lost !" 

John had remained standing motionless in the mid- 
dle of the room. He had been so little prepared for 
this way of viewing the matter that for a few moments 
he was deprived of speech. 

" How you can make my grandmother answerable for 
spending the ill-gotten money, when she knew nothing 
of it, I cannot imderstand, mother," he said, after a 
short pause. " If so, our souls are also lost ; for we have 
been in the enjoyment of the income derived from it up 
to this very day. However, with your views, you will 
more readily agree with me in what I purpose doing — 
namely, to get rid as soon as possible of this sinful, dis- 
honourable money, and restore it, even to the last penny, 
to its rightful owner." 

Hitherto, on account of her boundless astonishment, 
Madame Hellwig had remained sitting, and had simply 
clasped her hands ; she now placed them on the two 
arms of the chair, and pushed herself suddenly up. 

" Eestore it !" she repeated, as if doubting that she 
had heard aright. " And to whom P" 

" Naturally, of course, to the existing heir of the 
Hirschsprung family.'' 

" How I "Would you give up such an enormous sum 
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of money to the firat vagabond that might oome and 
annonnoe himself a« sodi ? Forty thousand thalers re- 
mained to the Hellwig fEunily after ^^ 

*^ Yea, after Paul Hellwig, the man of honour, the 
just and righteous champion of Grod, the undoubted heir 
to the kingdom of heaven, had torn away to himself 
twenty thousand thalers !" interrupted the Professor, 
quivenng with anger. " Mother, you condemn the soul 
of my grandmother to perdition, because she uncon- 
sciously made use of the money. What does he deserve 
who steals the fortune of another with devilish cunning 
and calculation P" 

^^ Yes, he yielded to a moment of temptation," she 
answered, without in the least degree losing her self- 
possession. " He was then an unreflecting young man, 
who had not yet discovered the true road. The devil 
chooses the very best and noblest souls in order to turn 
them away from the kingdom of God ; but he emerged 
again from the pool of sin, and it is written — * There is 
joy in the presence of the angels of Grod over one sinner 
that repentetb.' He struggles unceasingly for the holy 
faith ; the money is purified and sanctified in his hands, 
for he only uses it to promote GFods interests !" 

" What wretched special pleading !" muttered John 
between his teeth. 

^' Exactly the same has taken place with regard to the 
portion which has come into our family," continued the 
stem woman, imshakenly. ^'Look around you: does 
not the hand of God rest visibly on all we do ? If sin 
still dung to the money, it could not bear such good &uit. 
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You and I, my son, have changed to a blessing what 
was once a crime, by our zeal in the service of the Lord, 
by our godly conduct." 

" I pray you, mother, leave me out of the question !" 
he interrupted, deeply annoyed at this vainglorious 
demonstration. He put his hand up to his forehead, 
and pressed it, 'as if it were causing him unspeakable 
pain. 

A venomous look was cast towards the rebellious son, 
and she continued in a louder voice — " We are not jus- 
tified in throwing away money, which we spend for 
holy purposes, in order that it may probably be used 
for worldly pleasures. This is the principal reason that 
I will do my utmost to prevent the revival of this long- 
forgotten story ; the second is, that you cast shame on 
the head of one of your forefathers." 

" He cast shame on his own head, and on all of us," 
cried the Professor, angrily and gloomily. " But we 
can at least save our honour by refusing to be receivers 
of stolen property." 

Madame Hellwig stepped forward, and stood before 
her son. 

"Well!" she said coldly, "suppose that I yield to 
you in your stubborn ridiculousness, and restore every 
penny : its loss would reduce us to a family with very 
small means ; but how would it be if the smiling heirs 
demanded from us also every penny of the interest since 
that time ?" 

" I do not believe that they would be justified in 
doing so. But, even if it so happened, we must submit 

Y 
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ourselves to the sentence : * I will visit the iniquity of 
the fathers upon the children.' " 

" I was not bom a Hellwig. Do not forget that, my 
son," she said, with a sneer. " I brought with me an un- 
stained and highly-respected name into this house. My 
father was a high government official. The shame falls 
on me in no way. I am, therefore, resolved to submit 
to no pecuniary sacrifice in order to blot out those stains. 
Do you imagine that I will starve in my old age on 
account of the sins of others P" 

" Starve ! when you have a son who is in a position to 
care for you. Mother, do you not think that with what 
I have learned I can secure for you a comfortable old 
age, free from all anxiety ?" 

" I thank you, my son," she answered, coldly ; " but 
I prefer to live on my income, and remain my own mis- 
tress. I hate dependence. Since the death of your 
father, I have only submitted to the will of the Lord 
my God — and my own. So must it continue. But let 
us not quarrel about such a trifle. I distinctly tell you 
that I consider the entire story a mere wandering of the 
brain of that mad old woman. Nothing in the world 
can force me to acknowledge it as true, or even pro- 
bable." 

At that moment the door opened noiselessly, and 
Adele stepped in. The handsome woman had been 
weeping, but not this time as the ' Mater dolorosa.' It 
could easily be seen by her reddened eyelids, and the 
dark spots which glowed on her velvet cheeks. It was 
apparent that her soul had been deeply stirred up by 
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passion, although she had done all in her power to 
stamp the appearance of injured innocence on her fea- 
tures. In order to hide her hair, which was very much 
tossed, she had thrown a thin, white lace scarf over her 
head. But in vain did she endeavour to replace, by- 
means of that head-dress, the tender, maidenly air, and 
the naive, childish expression which formerly played on 
ter features. 

She saw the fatal book lying on the table, and trem- 
bled. Slowly, like a penitent, she walked up to John, 
and with averted face held her hand out to him ; he, 
however, did not stretch his forth to take it. 

" Forgive me, John," she cried. " I have been so 
foolish that I am ashamed of myself. I, who have 
hitherto been of so calm and equable a temper, how 
could I ever have become so passionate ? But that un- 
fortimate history is alone to blame for it. Just think, 
John, how my dear papa is compromised by that dread- 
ful book. I wanted, at any risk, to spare you such a 
humiliating story. I cannot help myself, but I must 
always think that Caroline ferreted out that dreadful 
evidence in order to do us an evil turn before going 
away " 

" Hold your slanderous tongue !" he cried, so threat- 
eningly and with such passion, that she stopped short, 
terrified. " Then I will pardon you on one condition," 
he continued, after a pause, restraining himself with 
difficulty ; " but only on one condition." 

She looked at him inquiringly. 

" That you tell me, without any reserve, how you 
came to the knowledge of the secret." 

Y 2 
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\ 
She remained silent for a moment. She then said in ^ 

an humble tone — " In papa's recent illness, which, as 
you know, threatened his life, he directed me to bring 
him several papers from his desk. I was to destroy 
them before his eyes. They were documents relating 
to the Hirschsprung family. I thought he had pre- 
served them as curiosities. Whether it was that the 
apparent approach of death made him more commimi- 
cative, or that he was urged on by some nidden power 
to speak of the circumstance, I know not. Enough, he 
confided the secret to me." 

"And made you a present of a certain bracelet — is 
it not so ?" asked John, gloomily. 

She nodded assent, and looked up beseechingly in his 
face. 

" Do you still consider the narration as the ravings 
of a lunatic?" he asked, coldly, turning towards his 
mother. 

"I only know that this person" — she pointed to 
Adele, quivering with rage — " exceeds in silliness and 
stupidity any one I have ever met with. The very demon 
of vanity is in her, and gives her no rest. She must, for- 
sooth, wear that remarkable-looking bracelet, in order 
to attract every one's attention to her beautiful white 
arm." 

The young widow forgot for a moment her character 
of penitent, and darted a wild look at her aunt, who had 
suddenly and ruthlessly exposed one of her greatest 
weaknesses. 

" I will not further inquire, Adele, how, with your 
disposition — the purity and innocence of which you seek 
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every opportunity to prove — ^you could bring yourself 
to wear stolen jewellery," said the Professor, with appa- 
rent calmness, but his voice sounded hoarsely, as before 
the outbreak of an approaoldng storm. " It remains for 
yourself to reflect and decide which is more worthy of 
punishment — ^the poor mother who steals bread for her 
famishing children, or the rich, elegant lady who swims 
in luxury and amiably defends robbery. But that you 
should have had the boldness to clasp that ill-gotten piece 
of jewellery around the innocent wrist of the girl who was 
just after saving your child's life ! You even said em- 
phatically at the time that the bracelet was of great 
value to you, but that you could sacrifice anything for 
little Anna's sake. You also dared, in contradistinction 
to the descent of that girl, to place yourseK on the high 
pedestal of a stainless line, claiming to yourself all the 
virtues of pure blood, whilst you were cognisant of your 
father s wicked deed. It is a crying infamy which can- 
not be judged too severely." 

Adele staggered, closed her eyes, and caught hold of 
the table, in order to keep herself from falling. 

" Now, you are not altogether wrong, John," said 
Madame Hell wig, shaking Adele roughly by the arm, 
in order to rouse her, for fainting women were her 
horror ; " you are not altogether wrong ; but your last 
sentence is rather strong ! It was boundless stupidity, 
certainly, but you should not for that reason forget 
what you owe to Adele's position. Comparing her 
with the poor woman was— do not be oflFended — ^a little 
absurd. There is a considerable difference between find- 
ing property which has no owner, and deliberately 
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stealing bread firom another. But that again is one of 
those hateful, new-fangled ideas, which make compa- 
risons between the common people and the higher 
ranks. I am surprised to hear such things from your 
lips. It is also just as reprehensible to compare a girl 
like Caroline with a lady of position in that way — a 
hussy " 

" Mother, I have already declared to you, in the gar- 
den to-day, that I will not suflFer any more unfounded 
insinuations against the honour of that girl," cried John, 
and the thick, swollen vein, betokening anger, ap- 
peared on his forehead. 

" Oh ! more seK-command and respect before me, I 
pray you, my dear son. You are standing before your 
mother !'' she cried, stretching out her arm, command- 
ingly, towards him, whUst a withering look shot from 
her cold, grey eyes. " You act the part exceedingly 
well of a knight-errant, going about to protect dis- 
guised princesses ; nothing, I suppose, will remain for 
me but to lay down my respects at her feet also." 

" You will even be brought into that position, also, 
mother," he answered, with the greatest calmness, to 
her sarcastic remarks, and his eyes were riveted firmly 
and searchingly on her countenance. "You shall not dare 
to refuse her consideration and respect, for she will be 
my wife." 

And after all, at this unheard-of declaration, the old 
house remained standing; the earth did not open to 
swallow up the little town, and with it the maddest 
of all the Hellwigs, as the stem woman supposed must 
be the case, in her first terrible consternation. He, 
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however, stood there, cahn and immovable, the picture 
of a man who had firmly made up his mind to a oer- 
tain course, and on whom the tears, convulsions, or 
outbreaks of passion of a woman could have about the 
same effect as the waves dashing against the rock-bound 
shore. 

Madame Hellwig had fallen back, literally deprived 
of speech. Adele, however, started up from her partial 
fainting-fit, and burst into hysterical laughter. The 
transparent scarf fell from her head down to her 
neck, and her dishevelled looks, in which the half- 
withered purple rose that she had fastened to them in 
the afternoon still remained, wound, like snakes, around 
her red brow. 

" Where, now, is your much- vaunted wisdom, aunt?" 
she cried, almost with a yell. " Now / triumph. Who 
ardently besought you to get that girl married, at any 
price, before John came home P At my first look on 
that person a foreboding came over me that she would 
cause misfortune to all of us. Now, take on yourself 
and bear the disgrace to which you have so obstinately 
shut your eyes! I, however, will hasten back to Bonn, 
in order to make known to the wives of the Professors 
of what class she is who shortly wiU enter their exclu- 
sive circle." She then rushed out of the room. 

In the meantime the astonishment of Madame Hell- 
wig lessened. She girded on the armour of haughti- 
ness and exterior dignity. 

" I evidently have misunderstood the words you have 
just uttered, John ?" she said, in a tone of assumed in- 
difference. 
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" If you think so, I will repeat them," he replied, 
coldly and without embarrassment. '^ I am about to 
marry Felidtas D'Orlowsky.'* 

^^ You dare, in my presence, to persist in that mad 
intention?" 

" Instead of answering you, I ask would you still 
bless my union with Adele?" 

^^ Of course. She is a suitable match. I have no 
greater desire than to. see her your wife." 

John's face became crimson ; it could be seen that he 
was biting his lips in order to keep in a flood of angiy 
and impetuous words. 

" With that declaration you have deprived yourself 
of all right to have the slightest voice in deciding as to 
the most important event of my life," he said, con- 
trolling himseK with difficulty. " That this thoroughly 
depraved creature — ^this wretched hypocrite, should poi- 
son my life, does not trouble you in the least. You sit 
calmly here in your stately house, and are quite satis- 
fied to be able to say of your far-off son, * He has mar- 
ried very respectably.' In the face of such boundless sel- 
fishness I declare to you .that I am resolved to be happy 
at any cost, and I can only be so with that poor de- 
spised orphan, whom we formerly treated so cruelly." 

Madame Hellwig burst out into a loud, contemptuous 
laugh. 

" I have hitherto restrained myself : do not force me 
to extremes," she cried, with quivering lips. " Do not 
forget the old saying, * a father's blessing builds up 
houses for his children, but a mother's purse pulls them 
down again !' " 
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" "Will you contend that your blessing can wash away 
Adele's moral depravity? Just as little effect can a 
curse have which falls on an innocent head. You will 
not pronounce it, mother. God will not hear it. It 
must fall back on your own head, and make your old 
age lonely and miserable.'' 

" What is that to me P I know but two things to 
which I hold, and which are my rules of conduct — 
honour and shame. You are bound to honour my will, 
and in face of that duty you will recall your mad decla- 
ration." 

" Never ! Make up your mind to that, mother," cried 
John, and he immediately left the room, whilst she 
remained standing motionless, like a statue, with out- 
stretched arms. Did those distorted, bloodless lips 
pronounce the curse ? No sound escaped out into the 
hall. If it was spoken, it did not leave a trace behind. 
The God of love does not give so fearful a weapon into 
the hands of the evil-minded and revengeful. 

The shades of night were penetrating into the large 
court-yard. Wind and rain had ceased, but dark, irre- 
gular clouds were still coursing across the sky, stretch- 
ing out their giant arms, as if seeking to unite and open 
their flood-gates again with renewed fury on the earth. 

Up in the second story doors were being shut, trunks 
pushed about, and heavy footsteps were heard going to- 
and-fro. The packing up for Adele's departure was 
taking place. " Now, we have the end of the forget- 
me-nots," muttered Henry, with evident satisfaction, 
whilst carrying a large chest through the hall. 

How calm and indifferent, in comparison with the 
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hurry and noise above, did the pale face of FeKcitas 
appear, sitting down at the large bow- window looking 
into the court-yard. A kitchen lamp wafe burning on 
the table, and near it stood the small trunk containing 
her childish wardrobe. Madame Hellwig had, with the 
mission stocking in her hand, given the order, about an 
hour before, to give the girl all her * rubbish,' in order 
that she might have no excuse for remaining another 
night in her house. Felicitas was holding the little 
agate- trinket-case, with the Hirschsprung arms en- 
graved on it, in her hand, when John's pale face appeared 
at the window. 

" Come, Felicitas. Not another moment shall you 
remain in this house of crime and boundless selfishness," 
he said, deeply excited. " Leave those things here for 
the present ; Henry can bring them all to you in the 
morning." 

She threw on her shawl, and went out to him. He 
took her hand firmly in his, and led her through the 
streets. He knocked at Madame Frank s house. 

" I bring you a protege," he said to the old lady, who 
kindly, but with astonishment, received the pair in her 
bright, comfortable parlour. He took her hand and 
placed that of the young girl in it. " I intrust much to 
you, dear madam. Care and guard Felicitas for me as 
if she were your daughter, till I demand her back from 

you." 

The young girl had passed through some streets and 
over two thresholds, but what interior and exterior 
changes had those few steps worked ! The heavy masses 
of stone of the old Merchant-house lay behind her, and 
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with it the impression of the cruel treatment she had 
experienced in it. It was now bright and sunny 
wherever she looked ; not the slightest trace of that 
dark bigotry did she meet with, which, like a gloomy 
night-bird, hovered over the house of the Hellwigs, and 
sought to seize with its fangs every unsuspecting human 
soul that approached too near it. A free, healthy man- 
ner of viewing the world ; warm interest in all that is 
beautiful and noble on the earth ; and a happy, affec- 
tionate domestic life, were the qualities which reigned 
amongst the Franks. Felicitas felt herself at once in 
her own element. It was a sweet, melancholy feeling 
to hear herself again called by all the endearing names 
which Aunt Cordula had used towards her ; she almost 
immediately became as a child to the old couple. 

Such "^re the external changes which had taken 
place in^her circumstances ; with regard to th,e interior 
and more serious ones, she herself remained in sweet 
perplexity. She had on that eventful evening, simply 
at the invitation of John, left her little valuables be- 
hind, walked out to him, silently and confidingly placed 
her small right hand in his, and walked off with him, 
without even wishing to know whither she was going. 
And when he had led her farther and farther on through 
the dark streets, and out through the gate of the town, 
she would have wandered on with him over the entire 
earth, without a word of resistance or of doubt. She 
was a strange creature, who, with all her warm fancy, 
with all her enthusiastic, high-aspiring mind, still in- 
exorably required a firm base for all her actions. John's 
fervent declaration of love, and his prayers, full of 
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anguish, had torn her heart, but they had been far from 
shaking her resolution or working a change in her. 
Something quite different should be spoken in order to 
win her, and he had uttered it without even knowing 
that he had done so. On refusing to return the book 
to her, he had said — " I cannot act otherwise ; and if, as 
the price of doing so, the assurance were given me that 
you would be mine, I should say * No.' " In spite of 
the painful situation in which she then was, her heart 
had bounded with joy. The strength of his manly reso- 
lution ; the impressiveness with which he had manifested 
it, even at the greatest sacrifice, was the only solution 
to the question. And now had come into her soul the 
confidence, without which she could not believe it pos- 
sible to live always with him. 

John came every day to the house of the Pranks. 
He was more serious and reserved than ever — a 
heavy weight lay on his mind. His residence in his 
mother 8 house was becoming unbearable. Apparently 
the continued and unusual mental excitement had at 
last shaken the iron nerves of the stem woman ; she 
became sick, and had to keep her bed. She positively 
refused to see her son, and Dr. Bohm had to attend her 
professionally ; nevertheless, the Professor, on account 

of her illness, felt himself bound to remain in X . 

In the meantime he had confided the family secret to 
young Frank, as trustee for the Hirschsprung heirs, and 
informed him that he was finnly resolved to make good 
the injustice as far as lay in his power. All the special 
pleadings which the lawyer put forward in a legal point 
of view, in order to at least limit the restitution, were 



The Old Maid's Secret. 333 

met by the question — " Was the money honestly ob- 
tained ?" and even the man of law could not answer 
that in the affirmative. The lawyer believed, moreover, 
with Madame Hellwig, but from another point of view, 
that it was only contesting about trifles, for he did not 
believe in the existence of a Hirschsprung family. He, 
nevertheless, considered that the very religious relation 
on the Ehine, the highly-respected Paul Hellwig, should 
at least get something to give his nerves a rather violent 
shake, and therefore the unwearied champion of the 
Lord was called upon to restore the twenty thousand 
thalers. The pious man, however, calmly replied, in 
his usual unctuous manner, that he had received the 
money from his uncle in settlement of an old family 
debt. Where his uncle had procured the money was 
nothing to him, and he had not the slightest scruple about 
it ; that was no affair of his. The money was in the 
best hands. He did not look on himself as the owner 
of his property, but only as a steward over it in the ser- 
vice of the Lord. He would, therefore, hold possession 
of the sum in question with all his might, and rather 
endure a lawsuit than give it up. 

Nathanael, the student, answered something in the 
same way. It was * quite equal' to him what crime an 
ancestor of his, who had been mouldering in the grave 
years upon years, had committed. He did not consider 
he was bound to wash the sins of other persons white, 
and would not suffer his inheritance to be lessened by a 
single penny. He also would await a lawsuit with the 
utmost equanimity— so he wrote ; and would be rather 
rejoiced at the arrival of the time "vvhen the suppositious 
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heirs should cast their costs, and his very scrupulous 
brother his respected name, into it. 

" Then nothing is left for me," said the Professor, 
snuling bitterly, and at the same time casting the 
written proofe of Hellwig * honour' on the table, " but 
to sacrifice all I have, both what I inherited and what 
I have saved, if I do not wish also to be a receiver of 
stolen property, and accessory to a bad action." 

The end of his vacation had thus gradually ap- 
proached. Madame Hellwig was again able to leave 
her bed, but had declared emphatically that she would 
only see her son before his departure on the conditions 
that he should consider the whole of that ridiculous 
Hirschsprung affidr buried in oblivion, and abandon his 
intention of making Felicitas his wife. That sufficed 
to separate the mother and son for ever. 

Felicitas was in a state of mind difficult to describe. 
Since she had come into the house of the Franks she sat 
everjr afternoon at a certain hour, with beating heart, at 
the window, casting stolen glances along the street. 
Then at length came round the comer the strong, manly 
form, with the long, thick beard, and the calm demea- 
nour. It required the greatest self-command on her 
part in order not to actually run out into the street to 
meet him. He approaches nearer and nearer ; he looks 
neither to the right nor to the left ; he scarcely notices 
the passers-by ; his gaze is riveted fixedly on the win- 
dow behind which the young girl's head becomes visible, 
bending over her work. At last the moment arrives 
when she may look up, and the four eyes meet. Oh ! 
what an overflowing of happiness has life in it, of which 
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that young creature had never before even dreamed ! 
John never uttered a syllable with regard to his love. 
Felicitas might almost have thought that such a feeling 
had been pushed into the background by recent events, 
if his eyes were not there ; but those dark grey eyes fol- 
lowed her unceasingly whenever she moved about the 
room or went to perform a household duty ; they lighted 
up when she came in, or looked up from her work and 
gazed full into his face. She knew that she was still his 
Fae, who, at home, was to wait for him and think of 
hi-m ; and, impressed with that idea, she received his 
afternoon visits. The girl with the once so unbending 
will, with the glance full of hatred, and with the cold, 
repelling demeanour, did not suspect what love-magic 
and enchantment now streamed from her whole being ; 
all the roughness and harshness of her long-proved 
character had disappeared in the sweet, humble love of 
the woman. 

But a day must come when she should sit in vain at 
the window and expect him. In the afternoon hour, so 
fondly looked forward to, he must be far, far from her, 
with numberless strange visages between him and his 
Fae. Perhaps an entire, immeasurably long year must 
pass before she can see him again. What a terrible 
long time it must be for her ! Felicitas looked into a 
desert, empty space, in which she could no longer find 
her way, for she would have lost her guiding star. 

On the day before that appointed for John's depar- 
ture, the Frank family and Felicitas were sitting at an 
early dinner, when the servant-woman came in and 
handed a card to the lawyer. A vivid red rushed over 
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his face ; he threw the card on the table and went out. 
On the small, enamelled bit of pasteboard was printed, 
" Lutz von Hirschsprung, landed proprietor, Eel." A 
masculine voice was heard outside, speaking in elegant 
German, and then the two gentlemen went up to the 
lawyer's study. 

Whilst the old couple were carrying on a lively con- 
versation respecting the mysterious appearance of the 
Hirschsprung heir, whom they long since had relegated 
to the realm of fable, Felicitas sat silently in great com- 
motion of mind. The poor actor's chUd, who, severed 
from every family link, had up to that stood alone in 
the midst of strangers, found herself suddenly under the 
roof with an unknown blood-relation. Was it her grand- 
father, or a brother of her mother ? Had that solemn, 
calm voice outside, which had almost penetrated into 
the marrow of her bones, once pronounced the maledic- 
tion over the apostate daughter of the house of Hirsch- 
sprung ? 

The stranger bore exactly the same name as the an- 
cestor who had departed from X . This almost 

antediluvian-sounding name looked very aristocratic on 
the small card. People love to root up old names from 
aitiongst the dust and rubbish of centuries ; they almost 
involuntarily conjure up before us knightly forms en- 
cased in armour, and give a stamp of aristocratic blood 
to the possessor, even in his every-(iay black coat. This 
line of the Hirschsprungs had evidently great venera- 
tion for their ancestors. It might almost be foretold 
that the conjuror's daughter could not make her relation- 
ship with the landed proprietor known without being 
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punished in some way for so doing. At the thought of 
a repulse every drop of the blood of Felicitas arose in 
rebellion. She closed her lips firmly, as if she wished 
thereby to keep in every rash word that in her excite- 
ment might issue from them. But she could not sup- 
press her evident longing to see the man, and she was 
soon to have an opportunity. 

Shortly after the arrival of the stranger the lawyer 
sent for John. The conference oJF the three gentlemen 
lasted more than two hours. During this time Felicitas 
could hear from time to time the calm, 'measured foot- 
steps of John walking to-and-fro overhead. She men- 
tally saw the man of science passing his handsome, 
slender hand carelessly over his beard, and quietly offer- 
ing money and property in order to erase the blot of 
shame from the honour of his name. 

Young Frank sent down word to his mother to have 
coffee ready, as he would bring the gentlemen ijito the 
parlour when business matters were arranged. Felicitas 
went to get everything prepared, and whUst she was in 
the kitchen she heard them descending the stairs. Her 
courage almost deserted her when she saw the stranger, 
conversing with John, walk through the hall. His sta- 
ture was slender and almost too tall, and in his air and 
demeanour could be plainly seen the finished man of 
the world, well aware of the importance of his social 
position. The stranger was certainly not her grand- 
father; the finely-formed, small head, covered with 
closely-cut brown hair, was far too youthful-looking to 
warrant such a supposition. At that moment, indeed, 
an affable smile played about his small, thin lips ; but 

z 
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the handsome and rather stem features, with their yel- 
lowish, pale colour, were evidently more practised in the 
expression of domineering severity thMi in that of kind- 
ness and benevolence. 

Felicitas put up her trembling hands to smooth down 
her hair, and then entered the room after the cook had 
carried in the coffee. Those in it were standing at the 
large bow- window, with their backs turned towards her. 
She silently filled the cups, took up the tray, and offered 
it, with a few words, to the stranger. He turned round 
suddenly at the sound of her voice ; started back, as if 
his face^ which suddenly become pallid, had been vio- 
lently struck, whilst his startled eyes wandered over the 
countenance of Felicitas. 

" Meta !" he cried. 

" Meta von Hirschsprung was my mother," said the 
young girl, with her deep, melodious voice, apparently 
very calm ; but she laid the tray down on the table, for 
her hand began to tremble. 

" Tour mother ! I did not know that she had left a 
child," murmured Mons. von Hirschsprung, endeavour- 
ing to recover his self-command, 

Felicitas smiled bitterly and contemptuously— partly, 
indeed, at her own weakness for having made known 
her origin to that man. In his sivprise there was not 
the slightest trace of affection or pity. She felt at once 
that she had conjured up a series of humiliations for 
herself which she must now accept and endure in the 
presence of those standing round her, who, speechless 
with astonishment, waited for the farther development 
of ti^e yem^irliable revelation. 
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In the meantime the surprise of Mons. von Hirsch- 
sprung had lessened, but only to give place to a painful 
embarrassment. He passed his hand over his eyes, and 
said in a low voice : — ** Yes, yes, quite right ; it was in- 
deed in this little town of X , that the Nemesis 

overtook the unfortunate one — a fearful, but unhappily 
just retribution." 

It appeared that after this observation his entire self- 
possession returned. He stood erect, and said with the 
careless ease of a man of the world to those about him — 
" Oh, pardon, if I have been carried away by a sudden 
surprise, so as to let myself lose sight of the fact that 
I am in company. But I believed that the family 
drama had been ended and buried for ever, and now an 
unexpected sequel to it starts up ! Tou are, then, the 
daughter of the conjuror, D'Orlowsky P" he said, turning 
to Felidtas, and evidently seeking to put a tone of be- 
nevolence into his voice. 

" Yes," she answered, curtly, and stood as. erect as he 
did. At that moment the family resemblance between 
the two figures was striking and remarkable. Pride was 
the dominant expression on both the finely-formed coun- 
tenances, but it was caused by a diflPerent manner of 
viewing circumstances in each case. 

" Your father left you in X , after the death of 

his wife ? You grew up here ?" he asked, manifestly 
struck by the imposing appearance of the girl. 

" Yes." 

" The man had not much time left him to care for 
you. As well as I remember, he died of fever in Ham- 
burgh, eight or nine years ago." 

z2 
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" I learn now, for the first time, that he no longer 
lives," answered Felicitas, trembling ; whilst the cor- 
ners of her mouth twitched, and tears came into her hot 
eyes. But, notwithstanding the pain which the news 
gave her, she still felt a melancholy satisfaction ; Ma- 
dame Hellwig had so often taunted her with the asser- 
tion that her father was a vagabond, wandering about 
the world, and did not care what it cost other people 
to support his child. 

" Oh ! I am sorry that I had to make known to you 
the sad event," cried Mons. von Hirschsprung. " With 
him you have lost the only relative left you after the 
death of your mother. There was a time when I made 
inquiries respecting the past of that man. He had 
been alone in the world from his earliest youth. It is 
sad, but you have no other member of your family left." 

*' And may I inquire, Mons. von Hirschsprung, in 
what relation the mother of this young lady stood to 
your family ?" asked Madame Frank, irritated at the 
pitiless manner in which he< oast oflf Felicitas from his 
noble family. 

A slight red overspread his face. 

" She was once my sister," he answered, in a Voice 
scarcely audible, but still laying great emphasis on the 
word *once.' "It pains me much to be obliged to 
make revelations to this young lady which she should 
be spared. At the moment when Madame D'Orlowsky 
bestowed her hand on the Pole, she ceased for ever to 
be a member of our family. In our family register 
there is not written, as is usual, after hers the name of 
the person she married. After she crossed our threshold J 
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for the last time my father, with his own hand, erased 
her name ; he felt doing so a thousand times more than 
if he was laying her in her coffin. Since that time the 
name of Meta von Hirschsprung has never been heard 
amongst us ; no friend — no servant has ever ventured 
to mention it ; my children do not know that they ever 
had an aunt; she was disinherited and an outcast, and for 
us she was long dead before her real tragical end took 
place." 

He remained silent for a moment. "Whilst he was 
giving these explanations . Madame Frank had placed 
her arm round Felicitas and drawn her towards her with 
the tenderness of a mother. And there stood John ; he 
did not utter a word, but his eyes rested fixedly and firmly 
on the girl's pale face, who still had to suffer so much 
on account of her dead, idolized mother. A short, pain- 
ful silence ensued. In that silence there unmistakably 
lay a stem judgment ; the speaker could not avoid re- 
marking it, and he continued, in a voice much less firm 
than before, " Be assured that it is a most disagree- 
able task for me to be obliged to hurt you in this 
way. I appear, indeed, to myself in a very unknightly 
guise ; but I must call things by their right names. I 
would willingly do all in my power for you. What 
position do you hold in this very respectable family ?" 

" That of my dearest daughter," answered Madame 
Frank, and she gazed firmly and searchingly on him. 

" Then, I must say that you have been very fortu- 
nate !" he said to the yoxmg girl, bowing at the same 
time to Madame Frank. " Unluckily, it is not in my 
power to rival your noble protectress. I could not, by 
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any meanSy restore to you the rights of a daughter of 
our house, since my parents still live ; in their eyes,, the 
name of D'Orlowsky, which you bear, is sufficient to 
prevent them from ever seeing you." 

" What ! her own grandparents ?" cried the old lady, 
in deep vexation. " They could know of the existence 
of a granddaughter, and <Jie without seeing her !" 

" My dear madame," answered Mons. von Hirsch- 
sprung, with a cold smile, " a deeply-implanted aristo- 
cratic feeling, a great zeal for the unblemished honour 
of their house, are the distinguishing qualities of the 
Hirschprungs, and from which I cannot free myself. 
I understand the conduct of my parents . thoroughly, 
and would act in the same manner if a daughter of 
mine should ever so forget herself." 

" Oh ! the men of your family may have such ideas,-'' 
continued Madame Frank, persistently ; " but the grand- 
mother — she must be a stone, if she heard of this child 
and " 

" She would forgive even less than my father," he 
interrupted, evidently embarrassed. " My mother has 
several members of old aristocratic families amongst her 
ancestors, and guards the honour of her house as few 
women do. However, my dear madame,- ' he added, not 
without a slight tinge of sarcasm, " you are quite at 
liberty to try the effect of a visit in favour of your pro- 
tegee. I give you the assurance that I will not oppose 
you, but do all in my power to further your endea- 
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vours." 



" Not another word, I pray you," cried Pelicitas, dis- 
engaging herself from the arms of the old lady, and 
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taking one of her hands. After a moment's pause she 
turned cahnly towards Mons. von Hirschsprung, al- 
though her lips still slightly quivered, and said — " Be 
convinced, sir, that I will never lean on the former 
rights of my mother. She abandoned them all on ac- 
count of her love ; and, to judge by what you have just 
said, I consider that she rather gained than lost by so 
doing. I grew up with the feeling that I stood alone 
in the world ; and I also now say to myself, * I have 
no grandparents.' " 

" That sounds harshly and bitterly," he said, slightly 
confused. " But," he continued, " as circumstances are, 
I must leave you iri that conviction. In other respects 
I will do all in my power for you. I do not doubt for 
a moment but that I shall succeed in getting my father 
to allow you a respectable annuity as long as you live." 

" I thank you," she said, interrupting him. " I have 
already told you that I have no grandparents ; you can- 
not for a moment imagine that I could accept alms from 
strangers." * 

He reddened again ; but now it was the deep blush 
of shame, which, perhaps, his aristocratic soul felt for 
the first time in his life. He took up his hat in evident 
confusion : no one prevented him from doing so. He 
turned to the lawyer, and whispered in his ear a few 
more words on business matters. He then, as if moved 
by a sudden impulse, oflfered his hand to Felicitas, but 
the young girl bowed deeply and ceremoniously to him, 
but did not raise her arms, which were hanging by her 
fiides. That was a bitter expiation which the daughter 
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of the actor demanded from the haughty Mons. von 
Hirschsprung. He started back, bowed to the others, 
free for the moment from all his aristocratic airs, and 
left the room, accompanied by young Frank. 

When the door had dosed behind them, Pelicitas, 
with a quick movement, covered her face with her 
hands. 

" Fae !" cried John, and he stretched out his arms. 
She looked up, and flew into them. Throwing her arms 
round his neck, she pressed her head fondly on his 
breast. The young, wild bird had yielded for ever, and 
no longer made the slightest eflPort to escape. It was 
sweet to rest, protected by strong arms, after she had 
fought and fluttered, almost to her death, through storm 
and rain. 

At this sight Madame Frank made a sign to her hus- 
band, who was smiling with pleasure, and both of them 
left the room. 

^^ I willy JohnT cried Felicitas, raising her eyes, in 
which tears still glistened, towards his face. 

"At last!" he said, clasping his arms more closely 
around her slender form. "With these words she had be- 
come his own. What a mixture of warmth and tender- 
ness broke from those stem iron-grey eyes, which looked 
down on the happy, smiling face of the young girl ! 

" I have waited for these dear words from hour to 
hour," he continued. " God be thanked that they have 
come from your lips of your own impulse I This very 
evening I should have been compelled to try and get you 
to pronounce them, but I doubt if they then would sound 
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so sweet to my ears. Wicked Fae ! must I then have gone 
through such bitter experiences before you could decide 
on making me happy ?" 

" No !" she said, in an emphatic voice, moving a Kttle 
away from him. " It was not the thought that your ex- 
ternal circumstances had changed which conquered me ; 
but when you refused firmly and decidedly to give me 
back the book, confidence in you suddenly came " 

" And a few minutes after, when I had discovered 
the secret," he said, interrupting her, and drawing her 
again to his breast, " I knew that with all your harsh- 
ness, with all your defiance and pride, you had real and 
deep woman's love in your heart. You would rather 
renounce me than let me make a discovery which should 
cause me suffering. We have both passed through a 
hard school; and do not deceive yourself, Fae, as to the 
task which lies before you. I have lost my mother ; 
my confidence in mankind has received a severe blow ; 
and — it must be said — at this moment I scarcely possess 
anything but my profession." 

" Oh ! happy one that I am to be permitted to stand 
near you," she interrupted, and laid her hand gently 
over his mouth. " I cannot hope to replace all that to 
you ; but whatever an humble, loving woman can do to 
brighten the life of a noble man shall be done." 

" And when will that haughty little mouth conde- 
scend to call me * mine' " P he asked, smiling down on 
her. 

Her- pale face reddened up to the very roots of her 
hair. 
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" John, do not remain very long away from m© !'* 
she whispered, beseechingly. 

" And did you reaUy imagine that I could have gone 
oflF without you ?" he cried, with a smile. " If things 
had not turned out as they did, you should have been 
informed this very evening that you were to start with 
me for Bonn at eight o'clock to-morrow morning, in 
company with Madame Frank. The dear old lady has 
been acting a little comedy before you, my child. The 
tnmks are all lying ready packed up stairs since yester- 
day ; and I have even procured, with the aid of her 
advice, the little travelling-hat which I am longing to 
see on your defiant brow. You will remain for a month 
as my affianced bride in the house of Madame von Berg; 
and then there will be a little woman near the study of 
the gruflf doctor who comes home with wrinkles on his 
brow and angry looks.*' 



Mons. von Hirschsprung, with the consent of his still 
living father, put in his claim as sole heir, and the legacy 
of the Old Maid was handed over to him. He declared 
the claim of the Hirschsprungs on the Hellwig family, 
with regard to the sixty thousand thalers that had been 
appropriated, entirely cancelled after the Professor had 
doubled Aunt Oordula's thirty thousand thalers, by add- 
ing the same amount from his own resources, and thus 
bringing up the sum to the original amount. 
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Madame Hellwig had to pay one thousand thalers for 
the manuscript of Bach's opera which she had bumed. 
She yielded unwillingly, because she received the assu- 
rance from various quarters that a lawsuit would entail 
quite different sacrifices on her. 

" Why should I deny it ?" said the lawyer on the 
morning of the departure, blushing and' deeply excited, 
to John, who was standing near him, waiting for his 
companions. " I do envy you Felicitas ! I understood 
that singularly-gifted girl almost from the first moment 
I saw her, and a long time must pass before I can forget 
her. However, I have one consolation in the matter. 
She has made a different man of you, and has gained 
over a new champion for the indisputable social rights 
of mankind. My fi:ee-spoken and certainly sound views 
respecting our social anomalies could not be more strik- 
ingly illustrated than by the fact — forgive me for speak- 
ing the truth — of the proud Hellwigs being heavy 
debtors to the connexions of the child of the despised 
actor. Some stand looking haughtily down upon others, 
and the blind world has no idea that there is rottenness 
amongst its highly-vaunted institutions, and that the 
fresh breeze of freedom is necessary to sweep those away 
which favour pride and heartlessness, and with them 
a whole series of the worst crimes." 

" You are right, and I calmly accept the bitter inr 
ference," said the Professor, solemnly; "for I have, in- 
deed, erred grievously. But the path which I have 
travelled over is rough and stony, so do not envy me 
the prize for which I had to fight hard.'' 

John has introduced Felicitas into the exclusive 
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circle of the Professors' mves, and, despite the ma- 
lidous whisperings of Adele, the beautiful young bride 
has gained their affection and admiration. What he 
once had imagined has become a fact : Felidtas smooths 
from his brow all the wrinkles caused by his profes- 
sional duties ; and when in the evening, in his com- 
fortable sitting-room, he says, " Fae, a song !" the mag- 
nificent voice at once bursts forth which formerly drove 
him from his mother's house to the Thiiringian forests, 
from which he flew back, urged by an uncontrollable 
impulse towards the wonderful daughter of the poor 
actor. 

He caused all the furniture to be removed from the 
attic dwelling to Bonn. The piano and the busts, 
together with the luxuriant drapery of ivy, now adorn 
the room of Felicitas. In the secret compartment of 
the glass-case the yoimg wife still keeps the valuable, 
old-fashioned plate. The small grey box, with its con- 
tents, was burned by the Professor on the day that the 
Hirschsprungs received the sixty thousand thalers. The 
debtor-book is destroyed, the injustice atoned for, as 
far as it was in the power of a himian being to do so, 
and the spirit of Aunt Cordula can now undisturbedly 
continue the lofty flight which she had already com- 
menced on earth. 

Henry lives in Bonn, with his yoimg master and 
mistress. He is greatly esteemed, and is in wonder- 
fully good health. When he meets Adele in the streets, 
who is now dressed in the newest fashions of silks and 
satins, and always turns her head away, as if she had 
never before seen the honest countenance of the old 
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man, he remarks to himself, in deep satisfaction — " The 
Kttle forget-me-nots did not do you much good, most 
gracious madame." 

The handsome woman can no longer adorn her beau- 
tifully-formed, white arm with the old bracelet. Her 
father has, conscientiously, returned it to the Hirsch- 
sprung family, with the remark that it came into his 
possession by chance and by mistake. He lives on 
rather distant terms with his daughter, because she had 
the boundless stupidity to confirm his share in the rob- 
bery. She has long lost the halo of holiness and sweet- 
ness of temper which hung about her head, but she 
still takes part, with great ostentation, in pious under- 
takings, whilst her poor little daughter, Anna, in the 
care of strangers, withers away to a certain death. And 
he, the very religious relative on the Ehine ? It is not 
to be supposed that the Nemesis can overtake him on 
earth ; for, with pious resignation, he will call every 
misfortune that may come on him *a trial.' "We 
therefore deliver him up to the judgment of the pub- 
lic ; the most sensible punishment for the hypocrite is 
that which pulls the mask from his face, before all the 
world. 

Madame Hellwig still sits, as formerly, behind her 
asklepias plant. Misfortune has at last crossed her 
threshold : she has lost two sons. Her son, John, she 
drove away from her, and one day the news arrived that 
Nathanael had fallen in a duel. He left behind him 
many debts, and a by no means good reputation. The 
iron features of the stem woman have relaxed a little, 
and to many it appears that she often lets drop wearily 
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on ber txreaat the head which hare so firmly impressed 
on it the stamp of pride and heartlessness. The Fro- 
feflBor has recently annoimced to her the birth of his 
first child. Since that time there lies in her work- 
basket, idach hitherto oidy contained grey and white 
balls of coarse worsted, a Tose-colonred skein of fine 
wooL Madame HeUwig only uses it stealthily^ and 
when no person is looking on. Frederica is ready to 
swear that it is no mission-stocking she is making, bat 
a beaotifdl little pair of baby's boots. Whether they 
are to coyer the tender feet of the y onngest member of 
the HeUwig funily, and, if so, at what time, we know 
not; but for the honour of hnman nature, we must 
say — ^there is no soul so hardened that it does not contain 
some soft point — some noble impulse— some sweetly- 
yibrating chord ; it is often unconscious of this trea« 
sure in its interior, if something outside does not wake 
it up. Perhaps the love of a grandmother is the unsus- 
pected warm spot in the heart of the stem woman, 
which, suddenly fEinned, may give forth a mild light 
and warmth that can thaw the remaining ice around her 
soul. Let us hope so, reader. 



THE END. 
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